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PREFACE 

IN  the  year  1901  I  issued  a  small  book  entitled 
Pro  Patria  et  Regina,  in  response  to  an  appeal  by 
her  Majesty  Queen  Alexandra,  in  behalf  of  her 
Soldiers'  and  Sailors'  fund. 

The  country  now  unfortunately  stands  in  need 
of  a  larger  fund  for  a  more  stupendous  cause.  We 
are  involved  in  the  most  gigantic  and  perilous 
War  that  History  records  ;  and  every  Briton  must 
do  what  in  him  lies  to  co-operate  in  the  struggle 
for  Right  against  Wrong,  for  the  Public  Law  of 
Europe  and  international  Honour  against  self- 
seeking  Despotism— with  the  Anarchy  to  which 
it  invariably  leads— and  in  behalf  of  the  relatively 
weak  against  the  numerically  strong. 

There  is  no  doubt  that  the  present  War  is  the 
most  appalling  that  has  ever  happened.  Neither 
the  ancient  nor  the  modern  world  has  known  any 
thing  like  it,  not  only  in  the  number  of  combatants 
engaged,  or  the  kind  of  weapons  they  have  used — 
by  land,  sea,  and  air — but  also  in  the  wide-spread 
desolation  which  has  followed,  the  ruthless  butchery 
of  human  beings,  the  villages  as  well  as  cities  set  on 
fire,  priceless  Art-treasures  overthrown,  and  even 
whole  libraries  destroyed  by  the  invaders.  The 
rules  of  European  civilization  have  been  trampled 
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under  foot,  national  Honour  has  been  outraged, 
the  sanctity  of  Treaties  ignored,  and  the  birthright 
privilege  of  small  Nations  utterly  disregarded. 
Nay  more,  the  brutal  doctrine  that  Might  may 
legitimately  crush  out  moral  Right,  has  been  ex 
plicitly  set  forth  by  one  of  the  combative  nations 
as  the  supreme  rule  of  human  existence.  Thus 
the  German  hordes  have  been  worse  than  those 
of  Attila,  the  Hun. 

Nevertheless,  the  Church  can  still  uplift  its  prayer, 
"  Thy  Kingdom  come,"  in  the  hope  that  after 
evil  good  may  follow,  and  a  nobler  type  of  civilized 
existence  spring  up,  when  all  the  nations  realize 
that  they — as  well  as  individuals — may 

"  rise  on  stepping-stones 
Of  their  dead  selves  to  higher  things." 
Meanwhile,  the  assailants  who  menace  these  realms 
of  ours,  and  all  peace-loving  lands,  must  be  over 
thrown  ;   and  the  possibility  of  such  a  disturbance 
of  the  world  be  made  impossible  in  the  generations 
of  the  future. 

All  who  read  it  would  rejoice  in  the  noble  fragment 
written  by  our  late  laureate  Tennyson — the  Call  to 
Arms — which  his  son  read  the  other  day  at  a 
patriotic  meeting  in  Freshwater.  He  has  since 
told  me  that  he  is  publishing  a  revised  version  of 
it,  adapted  to  a  melody  by  his  mother,  and  that  I 
may  insert  it  in  this  volume. 
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The  following  is  what  was  read  at  Freshwater  : 
O  who  is  he  the  simple  fool 
Who  says  that  wars  are  over  ? 
What  bloody  portent  flashes  there 
Across  the  Straits  of  Dover  ? 

Are  you  ready,  Britons  all,  to  answer  foes  with 
thunder  ? 

Arm  !  Arm  !  Arm  ! 

Nine  hundred  thousand  slaves  in  arms 
They  seek  to  bring  us  under, 
But  England  lives,  and  still  will  live, 
For  we'll  crush  the  despot  yonder. 
Are  you  ready,  Britons  all,  to  answer  foes  with 
thunder  ? 

Arm  !  Arm  !   Arm  ! 

I  keep  to  no  special  order  in  the  arrangement  of 
the  poems,  which  both  friends  and  strangers  have 
allowed  me  to  include  in  this  volume,  along  with 
passages  from  those  long  dead  ;  but  I  begin  with 
Shakespeare,  and  come  somewhat  rapidly  down  to 
Wordsworth ;  continuing  mainly  with  passages 
from  our  Nineteenth  Century  poets,  British  and 
American — including  many  who  have  left  us — 
and  those  now  living. 

Many  important  articles  and  books  have  re 
cently  appeared,  dealing  with  the  Causes  and 
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Characteristics  of  the  War.  As  was  natural  and 
inevitable,  its  Consequences  have  been  less  discussed. 
They  are  not  fully  realizable,  while  the  gigantic 
strife  continues.  Nevertheless,  one  or  two  of  them 
may  be  foreseen ;  and  among  them  perhaps  the 
following  may  be  included. 

(1)  The  rise  in  Europe,  or  at  least  in  Britain,  of 
a  new  type  of  Heroism,  which  may  be  described  as 
an  unselfish  effort  first  to  discover,  and  then  to 
conserve,  all  the  good  that  exists  in  the  world  ; 
while  extinguishing  cruelty,  the  spirit  of  destruc- 
tiveness,  and  selfish  greed. 

(2)  A  spreading  out  of  the  belief,  not  that  "  Might 
is  Right,"  but  its  very  opposite  ;  viz,  that  "  the 
Right  alone  is  ultimate  Might,"  both  for  individuals 
and    for   Nations.     This  War,    in   which   a  much 
wider  area  than  Europe  is  involved,  has  arisen  from 
the    insidious    growth    for    many    years — and    the 
sudden  outburst  in  practice — of  the  brutal  maxim 
that  mere  strength  of  arm,   and  of  brain-power, 
with  all  the  results  which  these  bring  to  the  units 
who  practise  them,  are  the  highest  ends  of  human 
existence   and   action,    to   which   everything   else 
should  be  subordinated.     The  very  opposite  of  this 
is  everlastingly  true,  both  for  Individuals  and  for 
Nations.     It  was  the  Palestinian  teaching  at  the 
commencement    of    Christian    History.     It    \rould 
seem,  however,  that  so  elementary  a  fact  in  the 
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religious  life  of  mankind — and  the  very  pivot  of 
the  Christian  Ethic — had  to  be  brought  home  to 
the  common  consciousness  of  our  race,  by  the  wide 
spread  desolation  that  has  followed  from  the 
temporary  belief  and  practice  of  its  opposite. 

(3)  Another  result  may  be  this.  Living  less  for 
selfish  ends,  and  more  for  the  good  of  others,  many 
persons  and  races  in  Western  Europe  will  think  less 
regretfully  of  their  own  death,  and  the  loss  of  their 
near  relatives,  than  they  formerly  did  ;  not  be 
cause  they  will  have  become  indifferent  to  the 
fate  of  fellow-travellers  through  life,  their  old  com 
rades  and  associates  in  this  earth-bound  sphere  ; 
but  because  they  will  think  much  more  of  its  con 
tinuance,  and  far  less  of  its  extinction.  In  other 
words,  there  will  be  a  deepening,  as  well  as  an  ex 
tension,  of  belief  in  Human  Immortality.  The 
recovery  of  faith  in  Immortal  Life,  and  even  the 
passionate  desire  that  it  should  be  true — whatever 
its  theoretical  or  speculative  basis — will  be  no  small 
gain  to  the  life  that  now  is.  These  poor  people, 
French,  Belgians,  Germans,  and  all  the  rest,  cast 
in  torture  out  of  this  world,  what  are  we  to  think 
of  it,  if  their  lives  thus  end  for  ever  ?  And  yet 
it  might  seem  better  to  many — and  would  un 
doubtedly  be  preferred  by  some — to  leave  a  realm 
gone  temporarily  mad,  because  a  few  of  its 
leaders  were  playing  with  power;  better  to  be 
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annihilated  at  once,  and  escape  the  curse  of  living 
here  and  now. 

Yet  (4)  meanwhile,  here  and  now — as  another 
result  of  the  present  War — there  will  assuredly 
spring  up  a  greater  willingness  to  die  for  Great 
Causes ;  not  only  to  sacrifice  much,  to  renounce 
ease,  pleasure,  and  comfort  of  all  sorts,  but  to  be 
done  with  terrestrial  life  altogether,  if  the  end  is  to 
be  "  a  new  Heaven  and  a  new  Earth,"  in  which 
Righteousness  dwelleth. 

If  this  results,  there  will  be  no  depression,  but 
a  new  and  a  world-wide  calm,  because  of  the  in 
evitable  disasters  of  this  War.  If  they  emphasise 
the  truth  that  there  is  an  unseen  Power,  ever  at 
work  around  us  in  the  world,  which  "  saveth  by 
many  or  by  few,"  the  gain  will  be  not  revolutionary 
but  uplifting.  If  the  whole  social  life  of  the 
scattered  communities  of  Europe  is  raised  to  a 
higher  level,  if  a  new  Moral  Power  goes  forth  from 
within  it  to  help  our  crushed  Humanity — and 
not  only  to  preserve  but  to  alleviate,  not  only  to 
lessen  but  to  cure,  those  evils  which  have  been  its 
curse — the  benefit  will  be  stupendous.  Think  of 
the  effete  condition  of  tens  of  thousands  during 
the  last  quarter  of  a  century  in  Britain — our 
frivolity,  our  self-seeking,  our  love  of  ease,  and  of 
of  display,  or  of  things  worse  than  these — and  then 
think  of  their  eradication,  by  the  gigantic  hand  of  War. 
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But  (5)  it  is  unquestionable  that  War  itself — such 
a  one  as  Great  Britain  and  her  Allies  are  now  waging 
— is  fitted  to  develop  sundry  virtues,  which  do  not 
and  cannot  show  themselves  so  characteristically 
in  times  of  Peace.  What  are  these  virtues  ?  This 
is  a  list,  unsymmetrically  arranged.  Endurance, 
Patience,  Courage,  as  well  as  Obedience  to  Orders, 
and  ungrudged  Service  towards  those  who  are 
weaker  than  we  are,  with  the  cheerful  renunciation 
of  a  score  of  things,  which  we  love  to  have  when  we 
and  the  world  with  us  are  at  peace.  Posterity  will 
be  able  to  estimate  far  better  than  we  are  that  the 
present  is  War  in  defence  of  the  Right,  of  Law,  of 
Justice,  and  more  especially  Honour ;  a  War  in 
support  of  the  Moral  embodied  in  the  old  Decalogue 
which  our  opponents  would  crush  under  foot  as  a 
"  scrap  of  waste  paper."  But  it  will  not  induce  the 
Nations  who  have  suffered  most  by  it  to  thirst  for 
revenge.  It  will  lead  them  to  hunger  for  the  recti 
fication  of  the  world-wide  wrongs  of  that  race  to 
which  they  belong. 

(6)  May  we  not  also  expect  the  disappearance, 
from  countries  in  which  civilization  remains  and 
rises,  of  that  melancholy  spy-system,  which  has 
disgraced  so  many  of  those  "  alien  enemies  "  who 
have  found  a  temporary  home  in  Britain,  and  have 
there  been  treated  with  kindliness  for  so  many  years. 
It  is  beyond  doubt  that  at  no  previous  period  in 
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the  history  of  Europe  has  any  country  been  in 
such  unconscious  servitude  to  another,  as  Great 
Britain  has  been  to  Germany  for  nearly  the  quarter 
of  a  century.  It  has  been  an  organised  "  invasion 
of  England  "  unknown  to  the  great  mass  of  its 
inhabitants.  There  are  scores  on  scores  of  cases, 
too  easily  provable,  in  which  girls  have  been  ad 
vertised  as  "  governesses,"  and  been  accepted  as 
such  ;  but  who  have  come  to  Britain  not  to  teach, 
so  much  as  to  "  spy  out  the  land,"  to  take  note  of 
its  resources,  to  construct  maps  of  the  district  in 
which  they  have  lived,  and  send  them  back  to 
Germany.  Sundry  shopkeepers,  hotel  proprietors, 
office-agents,  clerks  in  business  houses,  some  school 
masters,  a  few  army  candidates,  have  been  pre-paid 
informers  sent  out  by  that  quasi-fraternal  land. 

And  this  has  been  looked  upon  as  a  quite  legiti 
mate  kind  of  preparatory  warfare  on  the  part  of  a 
nation,  which  has  been  poisoned  by  the  belief  that 
"  Might  is  Right,"  and  that  everything  which  in 
creases  the  former  of  these  two  results  is  a  justifiable 
part  of  the  latter  ;  that  "  Might  " — no  matter  how  it 
is  obtained,  or  what  its  consequences  may  be — is 
invariably  and  unassailably  "  Right."  Surely 
this  gigantic  national  delusion  may  in  time  be 
exterminated,  and  disappear  from  the  face  of  the 
earth.  It  has  produced  meanwhile,  not  only  a 
dislike  for  "  things  made  in  Germany,"  but  a  posi- 
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tive  dislike  for  the  German  character.  And  what 
every  student  of  international  ethics  has  to  note 
is  the  undoubted  blemish,  or  deterioration  of 
morals,  which  this  spy-system  involves,  and  has 
introduced. 

But  this  is  not  all.  The  new  engines  and  in 
struments  of  warfare  have  been  constructed  in 
unsuspected  places — places  difficult  to  discover. 
Within  London  itself,  at  Leith  in  a  place  com 
manding  Edinburgh  and  the  Forth  Bridge,  at 
Lenzie,  commanding  Glasgow  and  its  Railway 
System,  foundations  of  strong  concrete  have  been 
laid  on  which  apparently  innocent  houses  and 
factories,  have  been  built  by  alien  enemies.  They 
have  been  prepared  for  the  planting  of  huge  siege 
guns,  of  a  tremendous  type  for  use  by  these  enemies, 
when  they  accomplished  the  invasion  of  Britain. 
Fortunately  these  have  been  in  some  cases  detected 
and  seized  by  the  British  authorities  ;  but  that  they 
should  be  the  deliberate  work  of  alien  enemies, 
who  have  come  into  the  country  disguised  as 
innocent  foreigners,  is  an  appalling  fact  justifying 
their  seizure  and  destruction  ;  although,  according 
to  the  ethic  now  advocated,  not  justifying  revenge. 
It  matters  not  whether  these  things  were  the  work 
of  hireling  agents  sent  for  the  purpose,  or  the  deed 
of  clever  adventurers  in  secret  search  of  a  new  means 
of  destroying  the  property  of  a  neighbouring  realm. 
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Surely,  as  one  of  the  most  benign  results  of  this 
War,  which  might  leaven  every  nation  in  civilized 
Europe,  such  a  deplorable  catastrophe  should  be 
impossible  in  the  future. 

The  more  so  because,  by  the  resources  of  science, 
the  means  of  modern  warfare  have  become  so 
terribly  and  inhumanly  destructive.  The  sub 
marine  flotilla,  the  torpedo  tube,  and  the  bomb — 
whether  dropped  from  an  aeroplane,  or  shot  from  a 
floating  mine — have  become  inhuman  instruments  of 
slaughter,  while  the  ruthless  destruction  of  cities,  the 
burning  of  villages,  and  the  laying  waste  of  fertile 
lands,  have  added  new  terrors  to  warfare.  Science, 
with  all  its  gifts  to  the  world,  has  brought  fresh 
miseries  into  human  life,  and  led  many  to  rejoice  in 
the  death  of  myriads,  whom  they  used  of  old  to  try 
to  help  and  bless.  Surely  that  is  one  of  the  curses 
of  war,  which  the  very  magnitude  of  this  one  will 
tend  to  eradicate  from  the  nature  of  man. 

There  are  many  possible  underhand  methods  in 
War,  methods  of  subterfuge,  deceit,  and  treachery  ; 
just  as  there  are  those  of  open  or  upperhand  dealing, 
of  chivalry  and  fair  fighting.  Now  the  submarine 
and  floating  mines  are  underhand,  treacherous,  and 
cunning,  if  not  diabolic.  They  should  be  condemned 
by  the  voice  of  the  whole  world.  But  the  Teuton 
says  No,  keep  them,  increase  them,  develop  them, 
if  they  can  do  more  damage  to  an  opponent  than 
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their  opposites.  War  is  simply  and  solely  for 
the  slaughter  of  nations.  That  is  the  base  and 
brutal  untruth  of  savage  men,  and  bloodthirsty 
races.  It  is  a  pestilential  lie,  which  this  war  of 
1914  should  root  out  and  abolish  from  the  world. 
A  new  uprise  of  world-wide  philanthropy  could 
eradicate  it,  with  fresh  resourcefulness  and  new 
expedients  for  opening  up  every  closed  spring  of 
charity. 

The  German  people  have  really  splendid  powers 
of  enterprise,  and  scientific  initiation  ;  but  they 
lack  supreme  insight  into  the  sources  of  strength, 
and  the  true  ground  of  national  stability. 

As  it  is  probably  not  well-known,  I  may  quote 
in  conclusion  a  few  sentences  from  the  monumental 
letter  which  Wordsworth  wrote  to  Captain  Pasley, 
in  the  year  1812. 

"  As  far  as  regards  ourselves  and  our  security, 
I  do  not  think  a  wide  space  of  conquered  country  is 
desirable  ;  and,  as  a  patriot,  I  have  no  wish  for  it ... 
Holding  these  notions,  it  is  natural — highly  as  I 
rate  the  importance  of  military  power,  and  deeply 
as  I  feel  its  necessity  for  the  protection  of  every 
excellence  and  virtue — that  I  should  rest  my  hopes 
with  respect  to  the  emancipation  of  Europe  more 
upon  moral  influences  and  the  wishes  and  opinions 

of  the  people.of  the  respective  nations But  the 

spirit  of  conquest,  and  the  ambition  of  the  sword, 
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can  never  confer  glory  and  happiness  upon  a 
nation  that  has  attained  power  sufficient  to  protect 
itself  ....  Woe  be  to  that  country  whose  military 
power  is  irresistible.  I  deprecate  such  an  event 
for  Great  Britain  scarcely  less  than  for  any  other 

land If  a  nation  have  nothing  to  oppose  or 

fear  without,  it  cannot  escape  decay  and  concussion 

within Indefinite  progress  undoubtedly  there 

ought  to  be  somewhere  ;  but  let  that  be  in  Know 
ledge,  in  Science,  in  Civilization,  in  the  increase 
of  the  numbers  of  the  people,  and  in  the  augmen 
tation  of  their  virtue  and  happiness  ;  but  progress 
in  conquest  cannot  be  a  fit  object  for  the  exertions 
of  a  people.  My  prayer  as  a  patriot  is  that  we 
may  always  have,  somewhere  or  other,  enemies 
capable  of  resisting  us,  and  keeping  us  at  arm's 
length." 

My  thanks  are  due  to  all  contemporaries  who 
have  so  courteously  helped  me  by  their  poems, 
to  the  Editor  and  Manager  of  The  Times,  and  other 
newspapers  of  the  day,  The  Scotsman,  the  Yorkshire 
Post,  etc.,  as  well  as  to  the  proprietors  of  Punch,  of 
the  British  Journal,  and  many  of  our  magazines. 

Also  I  am  indebted  to  the  work  of  the  following 
Poets,  and  writers  of  occasional  Verse — Shakespeare, 
Michael  Dray  ton,  George  Wither,  Burns,  Tennyson, 
Wordsworth,  Coleridge,  Southey,  Scott,  Keats, 
Byron,  Browning,  Blake,  D.  N.  Reid,  Campbell. 
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Macaulay,  Aytoun,  Swinburne,  James  Russell 
Lowell,  Hon.  C,  L.  Tupper,  Henry  Scott  Riddell, 
Longfellow,  Sheriff  Alexander  Nicolson,  Francis 
ist  Earl  of  Ellesmere,  Charles  Kingsley,  Emily 
Bronte,  James  Thomson,  Arthur  Hugh  Clough, 
Gerald  Massey,  Julia  Ward  Howe,  Dante  Gabriel 
Rossetti,  George  Meredith,  Lionel  Johnson,  R.  H. 
Forster,  Bret  Harte,  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes, 
William  Watson,  Martin  Armstrong,  Thomas  Hardy, 
H.  D.  Rawnsley,  I.  Gregory  Smith,  Bishop  Boyd 
Carpenter,  James  Rhoades,  Nizamut  Jung,  Alfred 
Austin,  The  Bishop  of  Durham,  Robert  Bridges, 
Sir  Owen  Seaman,  William  Allan,  John  Davidson, 
W.  E.  Henley,  G.  K.  Chesterton,  Alfred  Noyes, 
Hilaire  Belloc,  R.  W.  Gilder,  William  Ogilvie, 
Rudyard  Kipling,  Henry  Newbolt,  W.  L.  Courtney, 
Iris  Tree,  Eugene  C.  Dolson. 

As  the  Book  is  issued  in  behalf  of  Belgium  and  its 
"  Relief  Fund,"  and  all  of  its  profits  are  for  the 
sufferers  of  that  brave  and  heroic  nation,  I  may  add 
four  stanzas  by  a  Belgian  Refugee. 

HOLY  Land  of  England, 
Blessed  be  your  soil. 

Noble  Land  of  England, 
Safe  from  all  turmoil  ! 

England  !    Land  of  Freedom, 
Land  of  Love  and  Hope, 
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Where  schemes  of  coward  enemies 
Cannot  find  a  scope. 

Noble  Land  of  Charity, 

Whose  goodness,  love  and  care 

Cheer  the  homeless  refugee, 
Bid  him  banish  fear. 

England  !   Land  of  Honour 

Taking  up  its  lance, 
Standing  'gainst  the  horror 

For  Belgium  and  for  France  ! 

ANNA  CONTENT. 

If  the  name  of  any  living  contributor  is  acci 
dentally  omitted  from  the  list  of  those  whose  kind 
ness  and  courtesy  is  acknowledged,  the  editor 
trusts  that,  as  the  object  aimed  at  by  the  volume 
is  a  national  charity,  his  thanks  will  be  taken  for 
granted. 

The  book  is  dedicated  to  Field-Marshal  Lord 
Roberts,  who  writes  to  me,  "  I  feel  with  you  that 
the  Belgians  have  acted  so  nobly  and  bravely  that 
Great  Britain  can  never  do  enough  to  prove  to  them 
how  grateful  we  are." 

The  following  sonnet  on  Lord  Roberts,  by  Mr. 
C.  B.  Brodribb,  appeared  in  The  Times  of  November 
l6th,  1914. — 
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PREFACE 

Nestor  of  Happy  Warrior,  blest  was  he 

In  death  as  in  life's  opportunity. 

Commander  foremost  to  the  very  last 

No  foe  but  age  o'ercame  him,  and  the  blast ; 

Nor  these  before  in  one  brief  Pisgah  view 

His  eyes  had  seen  what  those  he  taught  could 

do. 

Homeward  contented  he  had  ta'en  his  way, 
Had  Heaven  so  willed  it  and  prolonged  his  day  ; 
But  (since  Heaven  willed  it)  as  content  to  die 
He  saw  his  life's  work  grandly  fructify  : 
England  and  India,  every  difference  gone, 
In  thought,  in  aim,  in  action,  both  as  one. 
England  and  India,  whom  he  served  so  long, 
Receive  his  blessing,  be  together  strong  ! 
England  and  India  mourn  him  !    Nobler  none 
Shall  come  hereafter  for  comparison. 

I  should  add  that  many  admirable  poems  have 
reached  me,  both  from  Great  Britain  and  America, 
too  late  for  inclusion  in  this  volume.  If  a  second 
edition  of  the  book  is  called  for,  these  may  find  a 
place  in  its  pages. 

WILLIAM  ANGUS   KNIGHT, 
GRETA  LODGE,  KESWICK,  CUMBERLAND. 
All  Souls  Day,  1914. 
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PRO  PATRIA  ET  REGE 

This  royal  throne  of  Kings, 
this  sceptered  isle 

Richard  II.     Act  II,  Scene  I 

THIS  royal  throne  of  Kings,  this  sceptered  isle, 

This  earth  of  majesty,  this  seat  of  Mars, 

This  other  Eden,  demi-paradise, 

This  fortress  built  by  Nature  for  herself 

Against  infection  and  the  hand  of  war  ; 

This  happy  breed  of  men,  this  little  world  ; 

This  precious  stone  set  in  the  silver  sea, 

Which  serves  it  in  the  office  of  a  wall, 

Or  as  a  moat  defensive  to  a  house, 

Against  the  envy  of  less  happier  lands  ; 

This  blessed  plot,  this  earth,  this  realm,  this 

England, 

This  nurse,  this  teeming  womb  of  royal  kings, 
Feared  by  their  breed  and  famous  by  their  birth, 
Renowned  for  their  deeds  as  far  from  home, 
For  Christian  service  and  true  chivalry, 
As  is  the  sepulchre  in  stubborn  Jewry, 
Of  the  world's  ransom,  blessed  Mary's  son. 

SHAKESPEARE. 
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From  King  Henry  V.    Act  IV,  Scene  3 

Westmoreland.         O  that  we  now  had  here 

But  one  ten  thousand  of  those  men  in  England 
That  do  no  work  to-day  ! 
King  Henry.         What's  he  that  wishes  so  ? 

My  cousin  Westmoreland  ?     No,  my  fair  cousin 
If  we  are  marked  to  die,  we  are  enow 
To  do  our  country  loss  ;  and  if  to  live, 
The  fewer  men  the  greater  share  of  Honour. 
God's  will !     I  pray  thee,  wish  not  one  man 

more. 

Such  outward  things  dwell  not  in  my  desires  : 
But  if  it  be  a  sin  to  covet  Honour, 
I  am  the  most  offending  soul  alive. 
God's  peace  !     I  would  not  lose  so  great  an 

Honour, 
As  one  man  more,  methinks,  would  share  from 

me, 
Proclaim    it,    Westmoreland,    throughout    my 

host, 

That  he  which  hath  no  stomach  for  this  fight 
Let  him  depart ;    his  passport  shall  be  made, 
And  crowns  for  convoy  put  into  his  purse  ; 
We  would  not  die  in  that  man's  company 
That  fears  his  fellowship  to  die  with  us. 
This  day  is  called  the  feast  of  Crispian. 
He  that  outlives  this  day,  and  comes  safe  home, 
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Will  stand  a  tip-toe  when  this  day  is  named, 

And  rouse  him  at  the  name  of  Crispian. 

He  that  shall  see  this  day,  and  live  old  age, 

Will  yearly  on  the  vigil  feast  his  neighbours. 

And  say,  To-morrow  is  saint  Crispian  : 

Then  will  he  strip  his  sleeve,  and  show  his 

scars : 

Old  men  forget ;  yet  all  shall  be  forgot, 
But  he'll  remember,  with  advantages, 
What  feats  he  did  that  day  :    Then  shall  our 

names 

Familiar  in  his  mouth  as  household  words, — 
Harry  the  king,  Bedford  and  Exeter, 
Warwick  and  Talbot,  Salisbury  and  Gloster, — 
Be  in  their  flowing  cups  freshly  remembered. 
This  story  shall  the  good  man  teach  his  son  ; 
And  Crispin  Crispian  shall  ne'er  go  by, 
From  this  day  to  the  ending  of  the  world. 
But  we  in  it  shall  be  remembered  : 
We  few,  we  happy  few,  we  band  of  brothers  ; 
For  he  to-day  that  sheds  his  blood  with  me 
Shall  be  my  brother  ;   be  he  ne'er  so  vile, 
This  day  shall  gentle  his  condition. 
All  things  are  ready,  if  our  minds  be  so. 

Westmoreland.        Perish  the  man  whose  mind  is 
backward  now  ! 

King  Henry.        You  know  your  places  :    God  be 

with  you  all ! 

SHAKESPEARE. 
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From  King  Henry  V.,  Act  III.  Sc.  I 

ONCE  more  unto  the  breach,  dear  friends,  once  more  ; 
Or  close  the  wall  up  with  our  English  dead  1 
In  peace,  there's  nothing  so  becomes  a  man 
As  modest  stillness  and  humility  : 
But  when  the  blast  of  war  blows  in  our  ears, 
Then  imitate  the  action  of  the  tiger  ; 
Stiffen  the  sinews,  summon  up  the  blood, 
Disguise  fair  nature  with  hard-favoured  rage. 
Then  lend  the  eye  a  terrible  aspect ; 
Let  it  pry  through  the  portage  of  the  head 
Like  the  brass  cannon  ;  let  the  brow  o'erwhelm  it 
As  fearfully  as  doth  a  galled  rock 
O'er  hang  and  jutty  his  confounded  base, 
Swilled  with  the  wild  and  wasteful  ocean. 
Now  set  the  teeth,  and  stretch  the  nostril  wide  ; 
Hold  hard  the  breath,  and  bend  up  every  spirit 
To  his  full  height !   On,  on,  you  noblest  English, 
Whose  blood  is  fet  from  fathers  of  war-proof  ! 
Fathers,  that,  like  so  many  Alexanders, 
Have  in  these  parts  from  morn  till  even  fought, 
And  sheathed  their  swords  for  lack  of  argument : 
Dishonour  not  your  Mothers  ;  now  attest 
That  those  whom  you  called  Fathers  did  beget  you  ! 
Be  copy  now  to  men  of  grosser  blood, 
And  teach  them  bow  to  war !     And  you,   good 
yeomen, 
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Whose  limbs  were  made  in  England,  show  us  here 

The  mettle  of  your  pasture  ;   let  us  swear 

That  you  are  worth  your  breeding  ;   which  I  doubt 

not, 

For  there  is  none  of  you  so  mean  and  base, 
That  hath  not  noble  lustre  in  your  eyes. 
I  see  you  stand  like  greyhounds  in  the  slips, 
Straining  upon  the  start.     The  game's  afoot ; 
Follow  your  spirit ;  and,  upon  this  charge 
Cry,  God  for  Harry  !  England  !  and  Saint 

George  ! 

SHAKESPEARE. 


The  Battle  of  Agincourt 

FAIR  stood  the  wind  for  France 
When  we  our  sails  advance, 
Nor  now  to  prove  our  chance 

Longer  will  tarry ; 
But  putting  to  the  main, 
At  Caux,  the  mouth  of  Seine, 
With  all  his  martial  train, 

Landed  King  Harry. 

And  turning  to  his  men, 
Quoth  our  brave  Henry  then, 
'  Though  they  be  one  to  ten, 
Be  not  amazed. 
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Yet,  have  we  well  begun  ; 
Battles  so  bravely  won 
Have  ever  to  the  sun 

By  fame  been  raised. 

'  And  for  myself,'  quoth  he, 
'  This  my  full  rest  shall  be, 
England  ne'er  mourn  for  me, 

Nor  more  esteem  me. 
Victor  I  will  remain 
Or  on  this  earth  lie  slain, 

Never  shall  she  sustain 

Loss  to  redeem  me. 

'  Poitiers  and  Cressy  tell, 
When  most  their  pride  did  swell, 
Under  our  swords  they  fell : 

No  less  our  skill  is 
Than  when  our  grandsire  great, 
Claiming  the  regal  seat, 
By  many  a  warlike  feat 

Lopped  the  French  lilies.' 

They  now  to  fight  are  gone, 
Armour  on  armour  shone, 
Drum  now  to  drum  did  groan, 

To  hear  was  wonder  ; 
That  with  the  cries  they  make 
The  very  earth  did  shake, 
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Trumpet  to  trumpet  spake, 
Thunder  to  thunder. 

Gloster,  that  duke  so  good, 
Next  of  the  royal  blood, 
For  famous  England  stood, 

With  his  brave  brother. 
Though  but  a  maiden  knight, 
Clarence,  in  steel  so  bright, 
Yet  in  that  furious  fight 

Scarce  such  another. 

Upon  St.  Crispin's  day, 
Fought  was  this  noble  fray, 
Which  fame  did  not  delay, 

To  England  to  carry  ; 
O  when  shall  Englishmen 
With  such  acts  fill  a  pen, 
Or  England  breed  again 

Such  a  King  Harry  ? 

MICHAEL  DRAYTON. 


Boadicea 

AN  ODE 

WHEN  the  British  warrior  Queen, 
Bleeding  from  the  Roman  rods, 

Sought,  with  an  indignant  mien, 
Counsel  of  her  country's  gods, 
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Sage  beneath  the  spreading  oak 

Sat  the  Druid,  hoary  chief, 
Every  burning  word  he  spoke 

Full  of  rage,  and  full  of  grief  : 

'  Princess  !  if  our  aged  eyes 

Weep  upon  thy  matchless  wrongs, 

'Tis  because  resentment  ties 
All  the  terrors  of  our  tongues. 

'  Rome  shall  perish  I  write  that  word 
In  the  blood  that  she  has  spilt  : 

Perish,  hopeless  and  abhorred, 
Deep  in  ruin  as  in  guilt. 

'  Rome,  for  empire  far  renowned, 
Tramples  on  a  thousand  states  ; 

Soon  her  pride  shall  kiss  the  ground. 
Hark  !   the  Gaul  is  at  her  gates  ! 

'  Other  Romans  shall  arise, 
Heedless  of  a  soldier's  name  ; 

Sounds,  not  arms,  shall  win  the  prize, 
Harmony  the  path  to  fame. 

'  Then  the  progeny  that  springs 
From  the  forests  of  our  land, 

Armed  with  thunder,  clad  with  wings, 
Shall  a  wider  world  command. 
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'  Regions  Caesar  never  knew 

Thy  posterity  shall  sway  ; 
Where  his  eagles  never  flew 

None  invincible  as  they.' 

Such  the  bard's  prophetic  words, 

Pregnant  with  celestial  fire, 
Bending  as  he  swept  the  chords 

Of  his  sweet  but  awful  lyre. 

She,  with  all  a  monarch's  pride, 
Felt  them  in  her  bosom  glow  ; 

Rushed  to  battle,  fought  and  died, 
Dying,  hurled  them  at  the  foe. 

'  Ruffians,  pitiless  as  proud. 

Heaven  awards  the  vengeance  due  : 

Empire  is  on  us  bestowed, 

Shame  and  ruin  wait  for  you  !  ' 

WILLIAM  COWPER. 


Scots    wha   hae    wi'    Wallace    bled 

SCOTS  wha  hae  wi'  Wallace  bled, 
.    Scots,  wham  Bruce  has  aften  led  ; 
Welcome  to  your  gory  bed, 
Or  to  victorie  ! 


39 


PRO  P ATRIA    ET  REGE 


Now's  the  day,  and  now's  the  hour  ; 
See  the  front  o'  battle  lower  ; 
See  approach  proud  Edward's  power, 
Chains  and  slavery  ! 

Wha  will  be  a  traitor  knave  ? 
Wha  can  fill  a  coward's  grave  ? 
Wha  sae  base  as  be  a  slave  ? 
Let  him  turn  and  flee  ! 

Wha  for  Scotland's  King  and  law 
Freedom's  sword  will  strongly  draw, 
Free-man  stand,  or  free-man  fa', 
Let  him  follow  me  ! 

By  oppression's  woes  and  pains  ! 
By  your  sons  in  servile  chains  ! 
We  will  drain  our  dearest  veins, 
But  they  shall  be  free  ! 

Lay  the  proud  usurpers  low  ! 
Tyrants  fall  in  every  foe  ! 
Liberty's  in  every  blow  ! 
Let  us  do,  or  die  ! 

BURNS. 
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Character  of  the  Happy  Warrior 

WHO  is  the  happy  Warrior  ?     Who  is  he 
That  every  man  in  arms  should  wish  to  be  ? 
It  is  the  generous  spirit,  who,  when  brought 
Among  the  tasks  of  real  life,  hath  wrought 
Upon  the  plan  that  pleased  his  boyish  thought : 
Whose  high  endeavours  are  an  inward  light 
That  makes  the  path  before  him  always  bright : 
Who,  with  a  natural  instinct  to  discern 
What  knowledge  can  perform,  is  diligent  to  learn  ; 
Abides  by  this  resolve,  and  stops  not  there, 
But  makes  his  moral  being  his  prime  care  ; 
Who,  doomed  to  go  in  company  with  pain, 
And  fear,  and  bloodshed,  miserable  train  ! 
Turns  his  necessity  to  glorious  gain  ; 
In  face  of  these  doth  exercise  a  power 
Which  is  our  human  nature's  highest  dower  ; 
Controls  them  and  subdues,  transmutes,  bereaves 
Of  their  bad  influence,  and  their  good  receives  : 

Is  placable,  because  occasions  rise 

So  often  that  demand  such  sacrifice  ; 

More  skilful  in  self-knowledge,  even  more  pure 

As  tempted  more  ;   more  able  to  endure 

As  more  exposed  to  suffering  and  distress  ; 

Thence,  also,  more  alive  to  tenderness  ; 
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Who  comprehends  his  trust,  and  to  the  same 

Keeps  faithful  with  a  singleness  of  aim  : 

But  who,  if  he  be  called  upon  to  face 

Some  awful  moment  to  which  Heaven  has  joined 

Great  issues,  good  or  bad  for  human  kind, 

Is  happy  as  a  lover  ;   and  attired 

With  sudden  brightness,  like  a  man  inspired  ; 

And,  through  the  heat  of  conflict,  keeps  the  law 

In  calmness  made,  and  sees  what  he  foresaw  ; 

Or  if  an  unexpected  call  succeed 

Corne  when  it  will,  is  equal  to  the  need  : 

Looks  forward,  persevering  to  the  last, 

From  well  to  better,  daily  self-surpast : 

Finds  comfort  in  himself  and  in  his  cause  ; 
And,  while  the  mortal  mist  is  gathering,  draws 
His  breath  in  confidence  of  Heaven's  applause  : 
This  is  the  happy  Warrior  ;   this  is  he 
That  every  man  in  arms  should  wish  to  be. 

WORDSWORTH. 


England  !  the  time  is  come  when 
thou  shouldst  wean 

ENGLAND  !    the  time  is  come  when  thou  shouldst 

wean 

Thy  heart  from  its  emasculating  food  ; 
The  truth  should  now  be  better  understood  ; 
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Old  things  have  been  unsettled  ;  we  have  seen 

Fair  seed-time,  better  harvest  might  have  been 

But  for  thy  trespasses  ;  and,  at  this  day, 

If  for  Greece,  Egypt,  India,  Africa, 

Aught    good    were    destined,    thou    wouldst    step 

between. 

England  !  all  nations  in  this  charge  agree  ; 
But  worse,  more  ignorant  in  love  and  hate. 
Far — far  more  abject,  is  thine  enemy  : 
Therefore  the  wise  pray  for  thee,  though  the  freight 
Of  thy  offences  be  a  heavy  weight ; 
Oh  grief  that  Earth's  best  hopes  rest  all  with  Thee  ! 

WORDSWORTH. 


From  Ode,  on  the  morning  of  the 

day  appointed  for  a  General 

Thanksgiving 

®  BRITAIN  !  dearer  far  than  life  is  dear, 

If  one  there  be  of  all  thy  progeny 

Who  can  forget  thy  prowess,  never  more 

Be  that  ungrateful  son  allowed  to  hear 

Thy  green  leaves  rustle,  or  thy  torrents  roar. 

The  trumpet  blew  a  universal  blast ! 

But  Thou  art  foremost  in  the  field  :  there  stand  : 

Receive  the  triumph  destined  to  thy  hand  ! 
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All  States  have  glorified  themselves  ;    their  claims 
Are  weighed  by  Providence  in  balance  even  ; 
And  now,  in  preference  to  the  mightiest  names, 
To  Thee  the  exterminating  sword  is  given. 
Dread  mark  of  approbation,  justly  gained  ! 
Exalted  office  !  worthily  sustained  ! 

WORDSWORTH. 


It  is  not  to  be  thought  of  that  the 
flood 

IT  is  not  to  be  thought  of  that  the  flood 

Of  British  freedom,  which,  to  the  open  sea 

Of  the  world's  praise,  from  dark  antiquity 

Hath  flowed,  "  with  pomp  of  waters,  unwithstood," 

Roused  though  it  be  full  often  to  a  mood 

Which  spurns  the  check  of  salutary  bands, 

That  this  most  famous  stream  in  bogs  and  sands 

Should  perish  ;   and  to  evil  and  to  good 

Be  lost  for  ever.     In  our  halls  is  hung 

Armoury  of  the  invincible  knights  of  old  : 

We  must  be  free  or  die,  who  speak  the  tongue 

That  Shakespeare  spake  ;  the  faith  and  morals  hold 

Which  Milton  held.     In  everything  we  are  sprung 

Of  earth's  first  blood,  have  titles  manifold. 

WORDSWORTH. 
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The  power  of  Armies  is  a  visible 
thing 

THE  power  of  Armies  is  a  visible  thing, 

Formal,  and  circumscribed  in  time  and  space  ; 

But  who  the  limits  of  that  power  shall  trace 

Which  a  brave  People  into  light  can  bring 

Or  hide,  at  will,  for  freedom  combating 

By  just  revenge  inflamed  ?     No  foot  may  chase. 

No  eye  can  follow,  to  a  fatal  place 

That  power,  that  spirit,  whether  on  the  wing 

Like  the  strong  wind,  or  sleeping  like  the  wind 

Within  its  awful  caves.     From  year  to  year 

Springs  this  indigenous  produce  far  and  near  ; 

No  craft  this  subtle  element  can  bind. 

Rising  like  water  from  the  soil,  to  find 

In  every  nook  a  lip  that  it  may  cheer. 

WORDSWORTH. 


Men    of   the    Western    World !     In 
fate's  dark  book 

MEN  of  the  Western  World  !   in  fate's  dark  book 
Whence  these  opprobrious  leaves  of  dire  portent  ? 
Think  ye  your  British  ancestors  forsook 
Their  native  land,  for  outrage  provident ; 
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From  unsubmissive  necks  the  bridle  shook 
To  give,  in  their  descendants,  freer  vent 
And  wider  range  to  passions  turbulent, 
To  mutual  tyranny  a  deadlier  look  ? 
Nay,  said  a  voice,  soft  as  the  south  wind's  breath, 
Dive  through  the  stormy  surface  of  the  flood 
To  the  great  current  flowing  underneath  ; 
Explore  the  countless  springs  of  silent  good  ; 
So  shall  the  truth  be  better  understood, 
And  thy  grieved  spirit  brighten  strong  in  faith. 

WORDSWORTH. 


Say,  what  is  Honour?     Tis  the 
finest  sense 

SAY,  what  is  Honour  ?     'Tis  the  finest  sense 
Of  justice  which  the  human  mind  can  frame, 
Intent  each  lurking  frailty  to  disclaim, 
And  guard  the  way  of  life  from  all  offence 
Suffered  or  done.     When  lawless  violence 
Invades  a  realm,  so  pressed  that  in  the  scale 
Of  perilous  war  her  weightiest  armies  fail, 
Honour  is  hopeful  elevation,  whence 
Glory,  and  triumph.     Yet  with  politic  skill 
Endangered  States  may  yield  to  terms  unjust ; 
Stoop  their  proud  heads,  but  not  unto  the  dust, 
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A  foe's  most  favourite  purpose  to  fulfil  : 
Happy  occasions  oft  by  self-mistrust 
Are  forfeited  ;  but  infamy  doth  kill. 

WORDSWORTH. 


The  Land  we  from  our  fathers  had 
in  trust 

THE  Land  we  from  our  fathers  had  in  trust, 
And  to  our  children  will  transmit,  or  die  ; 
This  is  our  maxim,  this  our  piety  ; 
And  God  and  Nature  say  that  it  is  just. 
That  which  we  would  perform  in  arms,  we 

must ! 

We  read  the  dictate  in  the  infant's  eye, 
In  the  wife's  smile,  and  in  the  placid  sky  ; 
And,  at  our  feet,  amid  the  silent  dust 
Of  them  that  were  before  us.     Sing  aloud 
Old  songs,  the  precious  music  of  the  heart ! 
Give,  herds  and  flocks,  your  voices  to  the  wind  ! 
While  we  go  forth,  a  self-devoted  crowd. 
With  weapons  grasped  in  fearless  hands,   to 

assert 
Our  virtue,  and  to  vindicate  mankind. 

WORDSWORTH. 
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What  if  our  numbers  barely  could 
defy 

WHAT  if  our  numbers  barely  could  defy 
The  arithmetic  of  babes,  must  foreign  hordes, 
Slaves,  vile  as  ever  were  befooled  by  words, 
Striking  through  English  breasts  the  anarchy 
Of  terror,  bear  us  to  the  ground,  and  tie 
Our  hands  behind  our  backs  with  felon  cords  ? 
Yields  everything  to  discipline  of  swords  ? 
Is  man  as  good  as  man,  none  low,  none  high  ? 
Nor  discipline,  nor  valour  can  withstand 
The  shock,  nor  quell  the  inevitable  rout, 
When  in  some  great  extremity  breaks  out 
A  people,  on  their  own  beloved  land 
Risen,  like  one  man,  to  combat  in  the  sight 
Of  a  just  God  for  liberty  and  right. 

WORDSWORTH. 


The  British  Stripling's  War-Song 

IMITATED  FROM  STOLBERG 

Yes,  noble  old  Warrior  !    this  heart  has  beat  high, 
Since  you  told  of  the  deeds  which  our  countrymen 

wrought ; 

O  lend  me  the  sabre  that  hung  by  thy  thigh, 
And  I  too  will  fight  as  my  forefathers  fought. 
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Despise  not  my  youth,  for  my  spirit  is  steeled, 
And  I  know  there  is  strength  in  the  grasp  of  my  hand  ; 
Yea,  as  firm  as  thyself  would  I  march  to  the  field, 
And  as  proudly  would  die  for  my  dear  native  land. 

In  the  sports  of  my  childhood  I  mimicked  the  fight, 
The  sound  of  a  trumpet  suspended  my  breath  ; 
And  my  fancy  still  wandered  by  day  and  by  night, 
Amid  battle  and  tumult,  'mid  conquest  and  death. 

My  own  shout  of  onset,  in  the  heat  of  my  trance, 
How  oft  it  awakes  me  from  visions  of  glory  ; 
When  I  meant  to  have  leapt  on  the  Hero  of  France, 
And  have  dashed  him  to  earth,  pale,  and  breathless, 
and  gory. 

At  late  through  the  city  with  banners  all  streaming 
To  the  music  of  trumpets  the  warriors  flew  by. 
With  helmet  and  scimitars  naked  and  gleaming, 
On  their  proud-trampling,   thunder-hoofed   steeds 
did  they  fly  ; 

I  sped  to  yon  heath  that  is  lonely  and  bare, 

For  each  nerve  was  unquiet,  each  pulse  in  alarm 

And  I  hurled  the  mock  lance  through  the  objectless 

air, 
And  in  open-eyed  dream  proved  the  strength  of 

my  arm. 
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Yes,  noble  old  Warrior  !    this  heart  has  beat  high 
Since  you  told  of  the  deeds  that  our  countrymen 

wrought ; 

O  lend  me  the  sabre  that  hung  by  thy  thigh, 
And  I  too  will  fight  as  my  forefathers  fought ! 

COLERIDGE. 


From  a  Letter  to  John  May 

LIEGE, 
October  6th,  1815. 

We  were  especially  fortunate  at  Waterloo, 
where  we  had  much  ground  to  walk  over.  It 
would  surprise  you  to  see  how  soon  Nature  has 
recovered  from  the  injuries  of  war.  The  ground 
is  ploughed  and  sown,  and  grain  and  flowers  and 
seeds  already  growing  over  the  field  of  battle,  which 
is  still  strewn  with  vestiges  of  the  slaughter,  caps* 
cartridges,  boxes,  hats,  &c.  We  picked  up  some 
French  cards  and  some  bullets,  and  we  purchased 
a  French  pistol  and  two  of  the  eagles  which  the 
infantry  wear  upon  their  caps. 

You  will  rejoice  to  hear  that  the  English  are 
as  well  spoken  of  for  their  deportment  in  peace  as 
in  war.  It  is  far  otherwise  with  the  Prussians- 
Concerning  them  there  is  but  one  opinion  ;  their 
brutality  is  said  to  exceed  that  of  the  French,  and 
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of  their  intolerable  insolence  I  have  heard  but  too 
many  proofs.  That  abominable  old  Frederic  made 
them  a  military  nation,  and  this  is  the  inevitable 

consequence. 

SOUTHEY. 


The  Battle  of  Bear  an  Duine 

I  SEE  the  dagger-crest  of  Mar, 
I  see  the  Moray's  silver  star, 
Wave  o'er  the  cloud  of  Saxon  war, 
That  up  the  lake  comes  winding  far  ! 
To  hero  bound  for  battle-strife, 

Or  bard  of  martial  lay, 
'Twere  worth  ten  years  of  peaceful  life 
One  glance  at  their  array. 

Their  light-armed  archers  far  and  near 

Surveyed  the  tangled  ground, 
Their  centre  ranks  with  pike  and  spear 

A  twilight  forest  frowned, 
Their  barbed  horsemen,  in  the  rear, 

The  stern  battalia  crowned. 
No  cymbal  clashed,  no  clarion  rang, 

Still  were  the  pipe  and  drum  ; 
Save  heavy  tread,  and  armour's  clang, 

The  sullen  march  was  dumb. 
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At  once  there  rose  so  wild  a  yell 
Within  that  dark  and  narrow  dell, 
As  all  the  fiends  from  heaven  that  fell 

Had  pealed  the  banner-cry  of  hell ! 

Forth  from  the  pass  in  tumult  driven, 

Like  chaff  before  the  wind  of  heaven, 

The  archery  appear  ; 
For  life  !   for  life  !   their  plight  they  ply  ; 

And  shriek  and  shout  and  battle-cry, 
And  plaids  and  bonnets  waving  high, 
And  broad-sword  flashing  to  the  sky, 

Are  maddening  in  the  rear. 
Onward  they  drive,  in  dreadful  race, 

Pursuers  and  pursued  ; 

Bearing  before  them  in  their  course, 
The  relics  of  the  archer  force, 
Like  wave  with  crest  of  sparkling  foam 
Right  onward  did  Clan- Alpine  come. 
Above  the  tide  each  broadsword  bright 
Was  brandishing  like  beam  of  light, 

Each  targe  was  bright  below  ; 
And  with  the  ocean's  mighty  swing. 
When  heaving  to  the  tempest's  wing, 

They  hurled  them  on  the  foe. 
I  heard  the  lance's  shivering  crash, 
As  when  the  whirlwind  rends  the  ash*; 
I  heard  the  broadsword's  deadly  clang, 
As  if  an  hundred  anvils  rang. 
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As  the  dark  caverns  of  the  deep 

Suck  the  wild  whirlpool  in, 
So  did  the  deep  and  darksome  pass 
Devour  the  battle's  mingled  mass  ; 
None  linger  now  upon  the  plain, 
Save  those  who  ne'er  shall  fight  again. 

SCOTT. 


Soldier,  Rest !  Thy  Warfare 
O'er 

SOLDIER,  rest !  thy  warfare  o'er, 

Sleep  the  sleep  that  knows  not  breaking  ; 
Dream  of  battle  fields  no  more, 

Days  of  danger,  nights  of  waking. 
In  our  isle's  enchanted  hall, 

Hands  unseen  thy  couch  are  strewing, 
Fairy  strains  of  music  fall, 

Every  sense  in  slumber  dewing. 
Soldier,  rest !  thy  warfare  o'er, 
Dream  of  fighting  fields  no  more  : 
Sleep  the  sleep  that  knows  not  breaking, 
Morn  of  toil  nor  night  of  waking. 

No  rude  sound  shall  reach  thine  ear, 
Armour's  clang,  or  war-steed  champing, 

Trump  nor  pibroch  summon  here 

Mustering  clan,  or  squadron  tramping. 
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Yet  the  lark's  shrill  fife  may  come 
At  the  daybreak  from  the  fallow, 
And  the  bittern  sound  his  drum, 

Booming  from  the  sedgy  shallow. 
Ruder  sounds  shall  none  be  near  ; 
Guards  nor  warders  challenge  here, 
Here's  no  war-steed's  neigh  and  champing, 
Shouting  clans,  or  squadrons  stamping. 

SCOTT. 


The  Battle  of  the  Baltic 

OF  NELSON  and  the  North 

Si»g  the  glorious  day's  renown, 

When  to  battle  fierce  came  forth 

All  the  might  of  Denmark's  crown, 

And  her  arms  along  the  deep  proudly  shone 

By  each  gun  the  lighted  brand 

In  a  bold  determined  hand, 

And  the  Prince  of  all  the  land 

Led  them  on. 

Like  Leviathans  afloat, 

Lay  their  bulwarks  on  the  brine  ; 

While  the  sign  of  battle  flew 

On  the  lofty  British  line  : 

It  was  ten  of  April  morn  by  the  chime  : 

As  they  drifted  on  their  path, 
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There  was  silence  deep  as  death  ; 
And  the  boldest  held  his  breath 
For  a  time. 

But  the  might  of  England  flushed 

To  anticipate  the  scene  ; 

And  her  van  the  fleeter  rushed 

O'er  the  deadly  space  between. 

"  Hearts  of  oak  !  "  our  captain  cried  ;   when 

each  gun 

From  its  adamantine  lips, 
Spread  a  death-shade  round  the  ships, 
Like  the  hurricane  eclipse 
Of  the  sun  ! 

Again  !     Again  !     Again  ! 

And  the  havoc  did  not  slack, 

Till  a  feeble  cheer  the  Dane 

To  our  cheering  sent  us  back  ; 

Their  shots  along  the  deep  slowly  boom  ; 

Then  ceased,  and  all  is  wail 

As  they  strike  the  shattered  sail ; 

Or,  in  conflagration  pale 

Light  the  gloom  ! 

Out  spoke  the  victor  then, 

As  he  hailed  them  o'er  the  wave, 

'  Ye  are  brothers  !   ye  are  men  ! 

And  we  conquer  but  to  save  ! 

So  peace,  instead  of  death,  let  us  bring  ; 
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But  yield,  proud  foe,  thy  fleet, 
With  the  crews,  at  England's  feet, 
And  make  submission  meet, 
To  our  King.' 

Then  Denmark  blessed  our  chief, 

That  he  gave  her  wounds  repose  ; 

And  the  sounds  of  joy  and  grief 

From  her  people  wildly  rose, 

As  death  withdrew  his  shades  from  the  day  ; 

While  the  sun  looked  smiling  bright 

O'er  a  wide  and  woeful  sight, 

Where  the  fires  of  funeral  light 

Died  away. 

Now  joy,  old  England,  raise  ! 
For  the  tidings  of  thy  might, 
By  the  festal  cities'  blaze, 
While  the  wine-cup  shines  in  light  ; 
And  yet,  amid  that  joy  and  uproar, 
Let  us  think  of  them  that  sleep, 
Full  many  a  fathom  deep, 
By  thy  wild  and  stormy  steep, 
Elsinore  ! 

Brave  hearts  !  to  Britain's  pride 

Once  so  faithful  and  so  true, 

On  the  deck  of  fame  that  died, 

With  the  gallant  good  Riou  ! 

Soft  sigh  the  winds  of  heaven  o'er  their  grave 
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While  the  billow  mournful  rolls, 
And  the  mermaid  song's  condoles, 
Singing  glory  to  the  souls 

Of  the  brave  ! 

THOMAS  CAMPBELL. 


The  British  Sailor's  Song 

AWAY  with  bayonet  and  with  lance, 

With  corselet,  casque,  and  sword  ; 
Our  island-king  no  war-horse  needs, 

For  on  the  sea  he's  lord. 
His  throne's  the  warship's  lofty  deck, 

His  sceptre  is  the  mast ; 
His  kingdom  is  the  rolling  wave, 

His  servant  is  the  blast. 
His  anchor's  up,  fair  freedom's  flag 

Broad  to  the  mast  he  nails  ; 
Tyrants  and  conquerors  bow  your  heads, 

For  there  your  terror  sails. 

I  saw  fierce  Prussia's  chargers  stand, 
Her  children's  sharp  swords  out ; 

Proud  Austria's  bright  spurs  streaming  red 
When  rose  the  closing  shout ; 

But  soon  the  steeds  rushed  masterless, 
By  tower,  and  town,  and  wood  ; 
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For  lordly  France  her  fiery  youth 

Poured  o'er  them  like  a  flood. 
Go,  hew  the  gold  spurs  from  your  heels, 

And  let  your  steeds  run  free  , 
Then  come  to  our  unconquered  decks, 

And  learn  to  reign  at  sea. 

Behold  yon  black  and  battered  hulk 

That  slumbers  on  the  tide, 
There  is  no  sound  from  stem  to  stern, 

For  peace  has  plucked  her  pride  ; 
The  masts  are  down,  the  cannon  mute, 

She  shows  not  sheet  nor  sail, 
Nor  starts  forth  with  the  seaward  breeze, 

Nor  answers  shout  nor  hail ; 
Her  merry  men,  with  all  their  mirth, 
Have  sought  some  other  shore  : 
And  she  with  all  her  glory  on 

Shall  rule  the  sea  no  more. 

So  landsmen  speak.     Lo  !   her  topmasts 

Are  quivering  in  the  sky  ; 
Her  sails  are  spread,  her  anchor's  raised, 

There  sweeps  the  gallant  by. 
A  thousand  warriors  fill  her  decks  ; 

Within  her  painted  side 
The  thunder  sleeps,  man's  pride  has  nought 

Can  match  or  mar  her  pride. 
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In  victor-glory  goes  she  forth  ; 

Her  stainless  flag  flies  free  ; 
Kings  of  the  earth,  come  and  behold 

How  Britain  reigns  on  sea  ! 


When  on  your  necks  the  armed  foot 

Of  fierce  Napoleon  trod, 
And  all  was  his,  save  the  wide  sea, 

Where  we  triumphant  rode, 
He  launched  his  terror  and  his  strength 

Our  sea-born  pride  to  tame  ; 
They  came,  they  got  the  Nelson-touch, 

And  vanished  as  they  came. 
Go,  hang  your  bridles  in  your  halls, 

And  set  your  war-steeds  free  ; 
The  world  has  one  unconquered  king, 

And  he  reigns  on  the  sea  ! 

ALLAN  CUNNINGHAM. 


To  Kosciusko 

GOOD  Kosciusko  !  thy  great  name  alone 

Is  a  full  harvest  whence  to  reap  high  feeling 
It  comes  upon  us  like  the  glorious  pealing 
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Of  the  wide  spheres,  an  everlasting  tone 
And  now  it  tells  me,  that  in  worlds  unknown, 
The  names  of  heroes,   burst  from  clouds  con 
cealing, 

Are  changed  to  harmonies,   for  ever  stealing 
Through    cloudless    blue,    and    round    each    silver 

throne. 
It  tells  me  too,  that  on  a  happy  day', 

When  some  good  spirit  walks  upon  the  earth, 
Thy  name  with  Alfred's,  and  the  great  of  yore, 
Gently  commingling,  gives  tremendous  birth 
To  a  loud  hymn,  that  sounds  far,  far  away 
To  where  the  great  God  lives  for  evermore. 

KEATS. 


On  Peace 

O  PEACE  !   and  dost  thou  with  thy  presence  bless 
The  dwellings  of  this  war-surrounded  isle  ; 

Soothing  with  placid  brow  our  late  distress, 
Making  the  triple  kingdom  brightly  smile  ? 

Joyful  I  hail  thy  presence  ;  and  I  hail 
The  sweet  companions  that  await  on  thee. 

Complete  my  joy.     Let  not  my  first  wish  fail, 
Let  the  sweet  mountain  nymph  thy  favourite  be 
With    England's    happiness    proclaim    Europa's 
Liberty 
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O  Europe  !   let  not  sceptred  tyrants  see 

That  thou  must  shelter  in  thy  former  state  ; 

Keep  thy  chains  burst,  and  say  that  thou  art  free  ; 

Give  thy  kings  law,  leave  not  uncurbed  the  great, 
So  with  the  horrors  past  thou 'It  win  thy  happier 

fate. 

KEATS. 


Chillon 

ETERNAL  Spirit  of  the  chainless  Mind  ! 

Brightest  in  dungeons,  Liberty  !   thou  art, 

For  there  thy  habitation  is  the  heart, 

The  heart  which  love  of  Thee  alone  can  bind  ; 

And  when  thy  sons  to  fetters  are  consigned 

To  fetters,  and  the  damp  vault's  dayless  gloom, 

Their  country  conquers  with  their  martyrdom, 

And  Freedom's  fame  finds  wings  on  every  wind. 

Chillon  !   thy  prison  is  a  holy  place, 

And  thy  sad  floor  an  altar  ;   for  'twas  trod, 

Until  his  very  steps  have  left  a  trace 

Worn,  as  if  thy  cold  pavement  were  a  sod, 

By  Bonnivard  !     May  none  those  marks  efface  ! 

For  they  appeal  from  tyranny  to  God. 

BYRON. 
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The  Soldier's  Prayer 

[The  author  of  these  stanzas,  a  well-known  poet,  was  a 
Captain  of  Horse  and  Quartermaster-General  in  the 
King's  Army,  in  the  Scottish  Campaign  of  1639.] 

DEFEND  me,  Lord  !   from  those  misdeeds 

Which  my  profession  shame, 
And  from  the  vengeance  that  succeeds 
When  we  are  so  to  blame  : 

Preserve  me  far 

From  acts  of  war, 
Where  Thou  dost  peace  command  ; 

And  in  my  breast 

Let  mercy  rest, 
Though  justice  use  my  hand. 


Those  let  me  willingly  obey 
Who  my  commanders  be  ; 
Both  with  my  place,  and  with  my  pay, 
Contented  make  Thou  me  ; 

And  when  I  go 

To  meet  my  foe, 
Let  no  beloved  sin 

In  me  be  found, 

To  make  a  wound 
Without  me  or  within. 
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Be  Thou  my  Leader  to  the  field, 

My  head  in  battle  arm  ; 
Be  Thou  a  breast-plate  and  a  shield, 
To  keep  my  soul  from  harm  ; 
For  live  or  die, 
I  will  rely 

On  Thee,  O  Lord  !   alone  ; 
And  in  this  trust, 
Though  fall  I  must, 

I  cannot  be  undone. 

GEORGE  WITHER. 


A  Call  to  Arms 

[This  hitherto  unpublished  poem  by  Tennyson  has  been  adapted 
to  a  melody  by  Emily,  Lady  Tennyson,  arranged  with  sym 
phonies  and  accompaniment  by  Sir  Frederick  Bridge,  and 
was  sung  at  the  Albert  Hall  on  the  afternoon  of  Saturday, 
October  loth,  1914,  by  Mr.  Kennerley  Rumford,  and  the 
Royal  Choral  Society,  conducted  by  Sir  Frederick  Bridge. 
The  poem  seems  almost  as  it  it  were  written  for  the  present 
crisis]. 

O,  WHERE  is  he  the  simple  fool 

Who  says  that  wars  are  over  ? 
What  bloody  portent  flashes  there 

Across  the  Straits  of  Dover  ? 
Nine  hundred  thousand  slaves  in  arms 

May  seek  to  bring  us  under  ; 

But  England  lives  and  still  will  live, 
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For  we'll  crush  the  despot  yonder. 
Are  we  ready,  Britons  all, 
To  answer  foes  with  thunder  ? 
Arm,  Arm,  Arm. 

O,  shame  on  selfish  patronage, 
It  is  the  country's  ruin. 

Come,  put  the  right  man  in  his  place, 
And  up  now,  and  be  doing. 

O  gather,  gallant  volunteers, 
In  every  town  and  village, 

For  there  are  tigers — fiends,  not  men- 
May  violate,  burn,  and  pillage, 

Are  you  ready,  Britons  all, 

To  answer  foes  with  thunder  ? 
Arm,  Arm,  Arm. 

Up,  stout-limbed  yeomen,  leave  awhile 

The  fattening  of  your  cattle, 
And  if  indeed  ye  wish  for  Peace 

Be  ready  for  the  Battle  ! 
To  fight  the  Battle  of  the  World, 

Of  progress,  and  humanity, 
In  spite  of  his  eight  million  lies 

And  bastard  Christianity  ! 
Are  we  ready,  Britons  all, 
To  answer  foes  with  thunder  ? 

Arm,  Arm,  Arm. 

TENNYSON. 
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The  Charge  of  the  Heavy  Brigade  at 
Balaclava.     October  25th,  1854 

i. 

The  charge  of  the  gallant  three  hundred,  the  Heavy 

Brigade  ! 

Down  the  hill,  down  the  hill,  thousands  of  Russians, 
Thousands  of  horsemen,    drew  to  the  valley,  and 

stayed  ; 
For   Scarlett   and   Scarlett's   three   hundred   were 

riding  by 
When  the  points  of  the  Russian  lances  arose  in  the 

sky  ; 
And  he  called  '  Left  wheel  into  line  !  '    and  they 

wheeled,  and  obeyed. 
Then  he  looked  at  the  host  that  had  halted  he  knew 

not  why, 
And  he  turned  half  round,  and  he  bade  his  trumpeter 

sound 
To  the  charge,  and  he  rode  on  ahead,  as  he  waved 

his  blade 

To  the  gallant  three  hundred  whose  glory  will  never 
die, 

'  Follow/  and  up  the  hill,  up  the  hill,  up  the  hill, 
Followed  the  Heavy  Brigade. 
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II. 

The  trumpet,  the  gallop,  the  charge,  and  the  might 

of  the  fight ! 
Thousands  of  horsemen  had  gathered  there  on  the 

height, 
With  a  wing  pushed  out  to  the  left  and  a  wing  to 

the  right, 
And  who  shall  escape  if  they  close  ?   but  he  dashed 

up  alone 

Through  the  great  gray  slope  of  men, 
Swayed  his  sabre,  and  held  his  own 
Like  an  Englishman  there  and  then  ; 
All  in  a  moment  followed  with  force 
Three  that  were  next  in  their  fiery  course, 
Wedged  themselves  in  between  horse  and  horse, 
Fought  for  their  lives  in  the  narrow  gap  they  had 

made ; 

Four  amid  thousands  !   and  up  the  hill,  up  the  hill, 
Galloped  the  gallant  three  hundred,   the   Heavy 

Brigade. 

III. 

Fell  like  a  cannonshot, 
Burst  like  a  thunderbolt, 
Crashed  like  a  hurricane, 
Broke  through  the  mass  from  below, 
Drove  through  the  midst  of  the  foe, 
Plunged  up  and  down,  to  and  fro, 
Rode  flashing  blow  upon  blow, 
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Brave  Inniskillens  and  Greys 
Whirling  their  sabres  in  circles  of  light  I 
And  some  of  us,  all  in  amaze, 
Who  were  held  for  a  while  from  the  fight, 
And  were  only  standing  at  gaze, 
When  the  dark-muffled  Russian  crowd 
Folded  its  wings  from  the  left  and  the  right, 
And  rolled  them  around  like  a  cloud  ; 
O  mad  for  the  charge  and  the  battle  were  we, 
When  our  own  good  red-coats  sank  from  sight, 
Like  drops  of  blood  in  a  dark-gray  sea, 
And  we  turned  to  each  other,  whispering  all  dis 
mayed, 

'  Lost  are  the  gallant  three  hundred  of  Scarlett's 
Brigade  !  ' 

IV. 

'  Lost  one  and  all '  were  the  words 
Muttered  in  our  dismay  ; 
But  they  rode  like  Victors  and  Lords 
Through  the  forest  of  lances  and  swords, 
In  the  heart  of  the  Russian  hordes, 
They  rode,  or  they  stood  at  bay  ; 
Struck  with  the  sword-hand  and  slew, 
Down  with  the  bridle-hand  drew 
The  foe  from  the  saddle  and  threw 
Underfoot  there  in  the  fray  ; 
Ranged  like  a  storm  or  stood  like  a  rock 
In  the  wave  of  a  stormy  day  ; 
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Till  suddenly  shock  upon  shock 

Stagger' d  the  mass  from  without, 

Drove  it  in  wild  disarray, 

For  our  men  galloped  and  with  a  cheer  up  a  shout, 

And  the  foeman  surged,  and  wavered,  and  reeled 

Up  the  hill,  up  the  hill,  up  the  hill,  out  of  the  field, 

And  over  the  brow  and  away. 

V. 

Glory  to  each  and  to  all,  and  the  charge  that  they 

made ! 

Glory  to  all  the  three  hundred,  and  all  the  Brigade  ! 

TENNYSON. 

NOTE.— The  '  three  hundred  '  of  the  '  Heavy  Brigade'  who  made 
this  famous  charge  were  the  Scots  Greys  and  the  2nd  Squad 
ron  of  Inniskillings  ;  the  remainder  of  the  '  Heavy  Brigade  ' 
subsequently  dashing  up  to  their  support. 

The  '  three  '  were  Scarlett's  aide-de-camp,  Elliot,  and  the 
trumpeter,  and  Shegog  the  orderly,  who  had  been  close  be 
hind  him. 


From  Maud 

Why  do  they  prate  of  the  blessings  of  Peace  ?     We 

have  made  them  a  curse, 
Pickpockets,  each  one  lusting  for  all  that  is  not  its 

own  ; 
And  lust  of  gain,  in  the  spirit  if  Cain,  is  it  better  or 

worse 
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Than  the  heart  of  the  citizen  hissing  in  war  on  his 

own  hearthstone  ? 

Sooner  or  later  I  too  may  passively  take  the  print 
Of   the   golden   age,  why   not  ?     I   have   neither 

hope  nor  trust ; 
May  make  my  heart  as  a  millstone,  set  my  face  as 

a  flint, 
Cheat   and   be   cheated,   and   die ;    who   knows  ? 

We  are  ashes  and  dust. 


Peace  sitting  under  her  olive,  and  slurring  the  days 

gone  by, 
When  only  the  ledger  lives,  and  only  not  all  men 

lie; 
Is  it  peace  or  war  ?     Better,  war  !     Loud  war  by 

land  and  by  sea, 
War  with  a  thousand  battles,  and  shaking  a  hundred 

thrones. 

For  I  trust  if  an  enemy's  fleet  came  yonder  round 
by  the  hill, 

And  the  rushing  battle-bolt  sang  from  the  three- 
decker  out  of  the  foam, 

That  the  smoofaced  snub-nosed  rogue  would  leap 
from  his  counter  and  till,         ,v 

And  strike,  if  he  could,  were  it  but  with  his  cheating 
yard-wand,  home. 

TENNYSON. 
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From  The  Defence  of  Lucknow 
i. 

Banner  of  England,  not  for  a  season,  O  banner  of 
Britain,  hast  thou 

Floated  in  conquering  battle  or  flapt  to  the  battle- 
cry  1 

Never   with    mightier   glory    than   when   we    had 

reared  thee  on  high 
Flying  at  top  of  the  roofs  in  the  ghastly  siege  of 

Lucknow, 
Shot  through  the  staff  or  the  halyard,  but  ever  we 

raised  thee  anew, 
And  ever  upon  the  topmost  roof  our  banner  of 

England  blew. 

II. 

Frail  were  the  works  that  defended  the  hold  that 

we  held  with  our  lives  ; 
Women  and  children  among  us,  God  help    them 

our  children  and  wives  ! 
Hold  it  we   might,   and   for  fifteen  days,   or  for 

twenty  at  most, 
'  Never  surrender,  I  charge  you,  but  every  man  die 

at  his  post !  ' 
Voice  of  the  dead  whom  we  loved,  our  Lawrence 

the  best  of  the  brave  ; 
Cold  were  his  brows  when  we  kissed  him ;  we  laid 

him  that  night  in  his  grave. 
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'  Every  man  die  at  his  post !  '   and  there  hailed  on 

our  houses  and  halls 
Death  from  their  rifle-bullets,  and  death  from  their 

cannon-balls, 
Death  in  our  innermost  chamber,   and  death  at 

our  slight  barricade, 
Death  while  we  stood  with  the  musket,  and  death 

while  we  stooped  to  the  spade, 
Death  to  the  dying,  and  wounds  to  the  wounded  ; 

for  often  there  fell. 
Striking  the  hospital  wall,  crashing  through  it,  their 

shot  and  their  shell, 

Death,  for  their  spies  were  among  us,  their  marks 
men  were  told  of  our  best. 
So  that  the  brute  bullet  broke  through  the  brain 

that  could  think  for  the  rest ; 
Bullets  would  sing  by  our  foreheads,  and  bullets 

would  rain  at  our  feet, 
Fire  from  ten  thousand  at  once  of  the  rebels  that 

girdled  us  round, 
Death  at  the  glimpse  of  a  finger  from  over  the 

breadth  of  a  street, 
Death  from  the  heights  of  the  mosque  and  the 

palace,  and  death  in  the  ground  ! 
Mine  ?   yes,  a  mine  !     Countermine  !   down,  down  ! 

And  creep  thro'  the  hole  ! 
Keep  the  revolver  in  hand  !    you  can  hear  him — 

the  murderous  mole  ! 
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Quiet,  ah,  quiet ;  wait  till  the  point  of  the  pickaxe 

be  thro'  ! 
Click   with   the   pick,   coming   nearer   and   nearer 

again  then  before, 
Now  let  it  speak,  and  you  fire,  and  the  dark  pioneer 

is  no  more ; 
And  ever  upon  the  topmost  roof  our  banner  of 

England  blew ! 

III. 

Ay,  but  the  foe  sprung  his  mine  many  times,  and 

it  chanced  on  a  day 
Soon  as  the  blast  of  that  underground  thunderclap 

echoed  away, 
Dark  through  the  smoke  and  the  sulphur  like  so 

many  fiends  in  their  hell ; 
Cannon-shot,   musket-shot,   volley  on  volley,   and 

yell  upon  yell ; 

Fiercely  on  all  the  defences  our  myriad  enemy  fell. 
What    have    they    done  ?     Where    is    it  ?     Out 

yonder.     Guard  the  Redan  ! 

Storm  at  the  Water-gate  !    storm  at  the  Bailey- 
gate  !  storm,  and  it  ran 
Surging  and  swaying  all  round  us,  as  ocean  on  every 

side 
Plunges  and  heaves  at  a  bank  that  is  daily  devour'd 

by  the  tide, 
So  many  thousands  that  if  they  be  bold    enough 

who  shall  escape  ? 
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Kill  or  be  kill'd,  live  or  die,  they  shall  know  we 

are  soldiers  and  men  ! 
Ready  !    take  aim  at  their  leaders,  their  masses 

are  gapped  with  our  grape. 

VII. 
Hark  cannonade,  fusillade  !    is  it  true  what  was 

told  by  the  scout, 
Outram  and  Havelock  breaking  their  way  through 

the  fell  mutineers  ? 
Surely  the  pibrooch  of  Europe  is  ringing  again  in 

our  ears  ! 

All  on  a  sudden  the  garrison  utter  a  jubilant  shout, 
Havelock's     glorious     Highlanders     answer     with 

conquering  cheers, 
Sick   from  the  hospital   echo   them,   women   and 

children  come  out, 
Blessing  the  wholesome  white  faces  of  Havelock's 

good  fusiliers, 
Kissing  the  war-harden 'd  hand  of  the  Highlander 

wet  with  their  tears  ! 
Dance  to  the  pibroch  !    saved  !    we  are  saved  ! 

Is  it  you  ?     Is  it  you  ? 
Saved  by  the  valour  of  Havelock,  saved  by  the 

blessing  of  Heaven  ! 
'  Hold  it  for  fifteen  days  !  '    we  have  held  it  for 

eighty-seven  ! 
And  ever  aloft  on  the  palace  roof  the  old  banner  of 

England  blew. 

TENNYSON. 
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Riflemen,  Form  ! 

There  is  a  sound  of  thunder  afar, 

Storm  in  the  south  that  darkens  the  day, 
Storm  of  battle  and  thunder  of  war, 

Well,  if  it  do  not  roll  our  way. 

Storm  !  storm  !  riflemen  form  ! 

Ready,  be  ready  to  meet  the  storm  ! 

Riflemen,  riflemen,  riflemen,  form  ! 

Be  not  deaf  to  the  sound  that  warns  ! 

Be  not  gulled  by  a  despot's  plea  ! 
Are  figs  of  thistles,  or  grapes  of  thorns  ? 

Now  should  a  despot  set  men  free  ? 

Form  !  form  !  riflemen  form  ! 

Ready,  be  ready  to  meet  the  storm  ! 

Riflemen,  riflemen,  riflemen,  form  ! 

Let  your  Reforms  for  a  moment  go, 

Look  to  your  butts  and  take  good  aims. 
Better  a  rotten  borough  or  so, 

Than  a  rotten  fleet  or  a  city  in  flames  ! 

Form  !  form  !   riflemen  form  ! 

Ready,  be  ready  to  meet  the  storm  ! 

Riflemen,  riflemen,  riflemen,  form  ! 

Form,  be  ready  to  do  or  die  ! 

Form  in  Freedom's  name,  and  the  Queen's  ! 
True,  that  we  have  a  faithful  ally. 
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But  only  the  Devil  knows  what  he  means. 
Form  !  form  !  riflemen  form  ! 
Ready,  be  ready  to  meet  the  storm  ! 
Riflemen,  riflemen,  riflemen,  form  ! 

TENNYSON. 

A  patriotic  appeal  dedicated  to  H.R.H,  the  Duke  of  Cambridge 


The  Fleet 
i. 

You,  you,  if  you  shall  fail  to  understand 
What  England  is,  and  what  her  all-in-all, 

On  you  will  come  the  curse  of  all  the  land, 
Should  this  old  England  fall 
Which  Nelson  left  so  great. 

II. 

His  isle,  the  mightiest  Ocean-power  on  earth, 
Our  own  fair  isle,  the  lord  of  every  sea, 

Her  fuller  franchise,  what  would  that  be  worth  ? 
Her  ancient  fame  of  Free, 

Were  she  ....  a  fallen  state  ? 

III. 

Her  dauntless  army  scattered,  and  so  small, 
Her  island  myriads  fed  from  alien  lands. 

The  fleet  of  England  is  her  all-in-all ; 
Her  fleet  is  in  your  hands, 
And  in  her  fleet  her  Fate. 
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IV. 

You,  you,  that  have  the  ordering  of  her  fleet, 

//  you  should  only  compass  her  disgrace, 
When  all  men  starve,  the  wild  mob's  million  feet 
Will  kick  you  from  your  place, 
But  then  too  late,  too  late. 

TENNYSON. 


Hands  All  Round 

FIRST  pledge  our  Queen  this  solemn  night, 

Then  drink  to  England,  every  guest  ; 
The  man's  the  best  Cosmopolite 

Who  loves  his  native  country  best. 
May  freedom's  oak  for  ever  live 

With  stronger  life  from  day  to  day  ; 
That  man's  the  true  Conservative 

Who  lops  the  moulder'd  branch  away. 
Hands  all  round  ! 

God  the  traitor's  hope  confound  ! 
To  this  great  cause  of  Freedom  drink,  my  friends, 

And  the  great  name  of  England,  round  and  round. 

To  all  the  loyal  hearts  who  long 

To  keep  our  English  Empire  whole  ! 
To  all  our  noble  sons,  the  strong 

New  England  of  the  Southern  Pole  ! 
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To  England  under  Indian  skies, 

To  those  dark  millions  of  her  realm  ! 
To  Canada  whom  we  love  and  prize, 

Whatever  statesman  hold  the  helm. 
Hands  all  round  ! 

God  the  traitor's  hope  confound  ! 
To  this  great  name  of  England  drink,  my  friends 

And  all  her  glorious  empire,  round  and  round. 

To  all  our  statesmen  so  they  be 

True  leaders  of  the  land's  desire  ! 
To  both  our  Houses,  may  they  see 

Beyond  the  borough  and  the  shire  ! 
We  sail'd  wherever  ship  could  sail, 

We  founded  many  a  mighty  state  ; 
Pray  God  our  greatness  may  not  fail 

Through  craven  fears  of  being  great. 
Hands  all  round  ! 

God  the  traitor's  hope  confound  ! 
To  this  great  cause  of  Freedom  drink,  my  friends, 

And  the  great  name  of  England,  round  and  round. 

TENNYSON. 


Britons,  Guard  your  Own 

RISE,  Britons,  rise,  if  manhood  be  not  dead  ; 
The  world's  last  tempest  darkens  overhead  : 
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All  freedom  vanished, 
The  true  men  banished, 
He  triumphs  !   maybe  we  shall  stand  alone  ! 
Britons,  guard  your  own. 

We  were  the  best  of  marksmen  long  ago, 

We  won  old  battles  with  our  strength,  the  bow. 

Now  practise,  yeomen, 

Like  those  bowmen, 

Till  your  balls  fly  as  their  true  shafts  have  flown, 
Yeomen,  guard  your  own. 

Should  they  land  here,  and  but  one  hour  prevail, 
There  must  no  man  go  back  to  bear  the  tale  ; 
No  man  to  bear  it, 
Swear  it !  We  swear  it ! 
Although  we  fought  the  banded  world  alone, 
We  swear  to  guard  our  own. 

TENNYSON. 


The  Empire 
i. 

WELCOME,  welcome  with  one  voice  ! 
In  your  welfare  we  rejoice, 
Sons  and  brothers  that  have  sent, 
From  isle  and  cape  and  continent, 
Produce  of  your  field  and  flood, 
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Mount  and  mine,  and  primal  wood  ; 
Works  of  subtle  brain  and  hand, 
And  splendours  of  the  morning  land, 
Gifts  from  every  British  zone  ; 
Britons,  hold  your  own  ! 

II. 

May  we  find,  as  ages  run, 
The  mother  featured  in  the  son  ; 
And  may  yours  for  ever  be 
That  old  strength  and  constancy 
Which  has  made  your  fathers  great 
In  our  ancient  island  State, 
And  wherever  her  flag  fly, 
Glorying  between  sea  and  sky, 
Makes  the  might  of  Britain  known  ; 
Britons,  hold  your  own  ! 

III. 

Britain  fought  her  sons  of  yore, 
Britain  failed  ;   and  never  more, 
Careless  of  our  growing  kin, 
Shall  we  sin  our  fathers'  sin, 
Men  that  in  a  narrower  day — 
Unprophetic  rulers  they — 
Drove  from  out  the  mother's  nest 
That  young  eagle  of  the  West 
To  forage  for  herself  alone  ; 
Britons,  hold  your  own  ! 
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IV. 

Sharers  of  our  glorious  past, 
Brothers,  must  we  part  at  last  ? 
Shall  we  not  through  good  and  ill 
Cleave  to  one  another  still  ? 
Britain's  myriad  voices  call, 
'  Sons,  be  welded  each  and  all, 
Into  one  imperial  whole, 
One  with  Britain,  heart  and  soul ! 
One  life,  one  flag,  one  fleet,  one  Throne  ! 
Britons,  hold  your  own  ! 

TENNYSON. 

Written  for  the  opening  of  the  Colonial  and  Indian  Exhibition 
1886. 


From  Ode  on  the  Death  of  the 
Duke  of  Wellington 

WHO  is  he  that  cometh,  like  an  honoured  guest, 
With  banner  and  with  music,  with  soldier  and  with 

priest  ? 

With  a  nation  weeping  and  breaking  on  my  rest  ? 
Mighty  seaman,  this  is  he 
Was  great  by  land  as  thou  by  sea. 
Thine  island  loves  thee  well,  thou  famous  man, 
The  greatest  sailor  since  the  world  began. 
Now,  to  the  roll  of  muffled  drums, 
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To  thee  the  greatest  soldier  comes  ; 
For  this  is  he 

Was  great  by  land  as  thou  by  sea  ; 
His  foes  were  thine,  he  kept  us  free  ; 
O  give  him  welcome,  this  is  he, 
Worthy  of  our  gorgeous  rites, 
And  worthy  to  be  laid  by  thee  ; 
For  this  is  England's  greatest  son. 
He  that  gained  a  hundred  fights, 
Nor  ever  lost  an  English  gun  ; 
This  is  he  that  far  away 
Against  the  myriads  of  Assaye 
Clashed  with  his  fiery  few  and  won  ; 
And  underneath  another  sun, 
Warring  on  a  later  day, 
Round  affrighted  Lisbon  drew 
The  treble  works,  the  vast  designs, 
Of  his  laboured  rampart-lines, 
Where  he  greatly  stood  at  bay, 
Whence  he  issued  forth  anew, 
And  ever  great  and  greater  grew, 
Beating  from  the  wasted  lines 
Back  to  France  her  banded  swarms, 
Back  to  France  with  countless  blows, 
Till  o'er  the  hills  her  eagles  flew 
Past  the  Pyrenean  pines, 
Followed  up  in  valley  and  glen 
With  blare  of  bugle,  clamour  of  men, 
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Roll  of  cannon  and  clash  of  arms, 

And  England  pouring  on  her  foes, 

Such  a  war  had  such  a  close. 

Again  their  ravening  eagle  rose 

In  anger,  wheeled  on  Europe-shadowing  wings, 

And  barking  for  the  thrones  of  Kings  ; 

Till  one  that  sought  but  Duty's  iron  crown 

On  that  loud  sabbath  shook  the  spoiler  down, 

A  day  of  onsets,  of  despair  ! 

Dashed  on  every  rocky  square 

Their  surging  charges  foamed  themselves  away  ; 

Last  the  Prussian  trumpet  blew  ; 

Through  the  long-tormented  air 

Heaven  flashed  a  sudden  jubilant  ray, 

And  down  we  swept  and  charged  and  overthrew. 

So  great  a  soldier  taught  us  there, 

What  long-enduring  hearts  could  do 

In  that  worlds-earthquake,  Waterloo  ! 

Mighty  seaman,  tender  and  true, 

And  pure  as  he  from  taint  of  craven  guile, 

O  saviour  of  the  silver-coasted  isle, 

O  shaker  of  the  Baltic  and  the  Nile, 

If  aught  of  things  that  here  befall 

Touch  a  spirit  among  things  divine, 

If  love  of  country  move  thee  there  at  all, 

Be  glad,  because  his  bones  are  laid  by  thine  ! 

And  through  the  centuries  let  a  people's  voice 

In  full  acclaim, 
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A  people's  voice, 

The  proof  and  echo  of  all  human  fame, 

A  people's  voice,  when  they  rejoice 

At  civic  revel  and  pomp  and  game, 

Attest  their  great  commander's  claim, 

With  honour,  honour,  honour,  honour  to  him, 

Eternal  honour  to  his  name. 

TENNYSON. 


Home-Thoughts,  from  the  Sea 

NOBLY,  nobly  Cape  Saint  Vincent  to  the  North 
west  died  away  ; 

Sunset  ran,  one  glorious  blood-red,  reeking  into 
Cadiz  Bay ; 

Bluish  'mid  the  burning  water,  full  in  face  Trafalgar 
lay; 

In  the  dimmest  North-east  distance  dawned 
Gibraltar  grand  and  gray  ; 

"  Here  and  here  did  England  help  me  :  how  can  I 
help  England  ? — say, 

Whoso  turns  as  I,  this  evening,  turn  to  God  to 
praise  and  pray, 

While  Jove's  planet  rises  yonder,  silent  over  Africa. 

BROWNING. 
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Herve  Kiel 

On  the  sea  and  at  the  Hogue,  sixteen  hundred 

ninety-two, 

Did  the  English  fight  the  French  ;  woe  to  France  ! 
And,  the  thirty-first  of  May,  helter-skelter  through 

the  blue, 
Like  a  crowd  of  frightened  porpoises  a  shoal  of 

sharks  pursue, 
Came  crowding  ship  on  ship  to  Saint-Malo  on 

the  Ranee, 
With  the  English  fleet  in  view. 

II. 

'Twas  the  squadron  that  escaped,  with  the  victor 

in  full  chase  ; 
First  and  foremost  of  the  drove,  in  his  great  ship, 

Damfreville  ; 

Close  on  him  fled,  great  and  small, 
Twenty-two  good  ships  in  all ; 
And  they  signalled  to  the  place 
"  Help  the  winners  of  a  race  ! 
Get  us  guidance,  give  us  harbour,  take  us  quick  ; 

or,  quicker  still, 
Here's  the  English  can  and  will !  " 

III. 

Then  the  pilots  of  the  place  put  out  brisk  and 
leapt  on  board  ; 
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"  Why,  what  hope  or  chance  have  ships  like  these 

to  pass  ?  "  laughed  they  : 
"  Rocks  to  starboard,  rocks  to  port,  all  the  passage 

scarred  and  scored ; 
Shall  the  '  Formidable  '  here,  with  her  twelve  and 

eighty  guns, 
Think  to  make  the  river-mouth  by  the  single 

narrow  way, 

Trust  to  enter — where  'tis  ticklish  for  a  craft  of 
twenty  tons, 

And  with  flow  at  full  beside  ? 
Now,  'tis  slackest  ebb  of  tide. 
Reach  the  mooring  ?     Rather  say. 
While  rock  stands  or  water  runs, 
Not  a  ship  will  leave  the  bay  !  " 

IV. 

Then  was  called  a  council  straight. 

Brief  and  bitter  the  debate  : 

"  Here's  the  English  at  our  heels  ;  would  yon  have 

them  take  in  tow 
All  that's  left  us  of  the  fleet,  linked  together  stern 

and  bow. 

For  a  prize  to  Plymouth  Sound  ? 
Better  run  the  ships  aground  !  " 

(Ended  Damfreville  his  speech). 

"  Not  a  minute  more  to  wait ! 

Let  the  Captains  all  and  each 
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Shove  ashore,  then  blow  up,  burn  the  vessels 

on  the  beach  ! 
France  must  undergo  her  fate. 

V. 

"  Give  the  word  !  "  But  no  such  word 
Was  ever  spoke  or  heard  ; 

For  up   stood,   for  out   stepped,   for  in   struck 

amid  all  these 

A    Captain  ?     A    Lieutenant  ?     A    Mate — first, 
second,  third  ? 

No  such  man  of  mark  and  meet 
With  his  betters  to  compete  ! 
But    a    simple    Breton    sailor    pressed    by 

Tourville  for  the  fleet, 

A   poor   coasting   pilot   he,  Heive"  Kiel  the 
Croisickese. 

VI. 

And  "  What  mockery  or  malice  have  we  here  ?  " 

cries  Herve  Kiel  : 
"  Are     you     mad,     you     Malouins  ?     Are     you 

cowards,  fools,  or  rogues  ? 
Talk  to  me  of  rocks  and  shoals,  me  who  took  the 

soundings,  tell 
On  my  fingers  every  bank,  every  shallow,  every 

swell 

'Twixt  the  offing  here  and  Greve  where  the  river 
disembogues  ? 
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Are  you  bought  by  English  gold  ?     Is  it  love  the 

lying's  for  ? 

Morn  and  eve,  night  and  day, 
Have  I  piloted  your  bay, 
Entered   free   and   anchored   fast   at   the   foot   of 

Solidor. 
Burn  the  fleet  and   ruin   France  ?     That  were 

worse  than  fifty  Hogues  ! 
Sirs,    they    know    I    speak   the   truth !     Sirs, 

believe  me  there's  a  way  ! 
Only  let  me  lead  the  line 

Have  the  biggest  ship  to  steer. 
Get  this  '  Formidable  '  clear, 
Make  the  others  follow  mine, 

And  I  lead  them   most  and  least,  by  a  passage  I 
know  well 
Right  to  Solidor  past  Greve, 

And  there  lay  them  save  and  sound  ; 
And  if  one  ship  misbehave, 

Keel  so  much  as  grate  the  ground, 
Why,  I've  nothing  but  my  life  ;  here's  my  head  !  " 
cries  Herve  Kiel. 

VII. 

Not  a  minute  more  to  wait, 

"  Steer  us  in  then,  small  and  great ! 

Take  the  helm,  lead  the  line,  save  the  squadron*!  " 

cried  its  chief. 
Captains,  give  the  sailor  place  ! 
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He  is  Admiral,  in  brief. 
Still  the  north-wind  by  God's  grace. 
See  the  noble  fellow's  face 
As  the  big  ship  with  a  bound, 
Clears  the  entry  like  a  hound, 

Keeps  the  passage,  as  its  inch  of  way  were  the  wide 
sea's  profound ! 

See,  safe  thro'  shoal  and  rock, 

Now  they  follow  in  a  flock, 

Not  a  ship  that  misbehaves,  not  a  keel  that  grates 
the  ground, 

Not  a  spar  that  comes  to  grief  ! 
The  peril,  see,  is  past 
All  are  harboured  to  the  last, 
And  just  as  Herve'  Kiel  hollas  "  Anchor  !  " — sure 

as  fate, 
Up  the  English  come — too  late  ! 


VIII. 

So,  the  storm  subsides  to  calm  : 
They  see  the  green  trees  wave 
On  the  heights  o'erlooking  Greve. 

Hearts  that  bled  are  stanched  with  balm. 
"  Just  our  rapture  to  enhance, 
Let  the  English  rake  the  bay, 

Gnash  their  teeth  and  glare  askance 
As  they  cannonade  away  ! 

88 


PRO   P ATRIA   -ET   REGE 


Neath   rampired   Solidor   pleasant   riding   on   the 

Ranee  ! 
How    hope    succeeds    despair    on    each    Captain's 

countenance  ! 
Out  burst  all  with  one  accord, 

"  This  is  Paradise  for  Hell ! 

Let  France,  let  France's  King 

Thank  the  man  that  did  the  thing  !  " 
What  a  shout,  and  all  one  word, 

"  nerve"  Kiel !  " 
As  he  stepped  in  front  once  more, 

Not  a  symptom  of  surprise 

In  the  frank  blue  Breton  eyes 
Just  the  same  man  as  before. 


IX. 

Then  said  Damfreville,  "  My  friend, 
I  must  speak  out  at  the  end, 

Though  I  find  the  speaking  hard. 
Praise  is  deeper  than  the  lips  ; 
You  have  saved  the  King  his  ships, 

You  must  name  your  own  reward 
Faith,  our  sun  was  near  eclipse  ! 
Demand  what'er  you  will, 
France  remains  your  debtor  still. 
Ask  to  heart's  content,  and  have  !    or  my  name's 
not  Damfreville." 
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X. 

Then  a  beam  of  fun  outbroke 
On  the  bearded  mouth  that  spoke, 
As  the  honest  heart  laughed  through 
Those  frank  eyes  of  Breton  blue  : 

"  Since  I  need  must  say  my  say. 

Since  on  board  the  duty's  done, 

And  from  Malo  Roads  to  Croisic  Point,  what  is 

it  but  a  run  ? 
Since  'tis  ask  and  have,  I  may  ; 

Since  the  others  go  ashore  ; 
Come  !     A  good  whole  holiday  ! 

Leave  to  go  and  see  my  wife,  whom  I  call  the 
Belle  Aurore  !  " 

That  he  asked  and  that  he  got — nothing  more. 

XI. 

Name  and  deed  alike  are  lost  : 
Not  a  pillar  nor  a  post 

In  his  Croisic  keeps  alive  the  feat  as  it  befell ; 
Not  a  head  in  white  and  black 
On  a  single  fishing-smack, 
In  memory  of  the  man  but  for  whom  had  gone  to 

wrack 
All  that  France  saved   from  the  fight  whence 

England  bore  the  bell. 
Go  to  Paris  :  rank  on  rank 

Search  the  heroes  flung  pell-mell 
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On  the  Louvre,  face  and  flank  ! 

You  shall  look  long  enough  ere  you  come  to 

Herve  Riel. 

So,  for  better  or  for  worse, 
Herv£  Riel,  accept  my  verse  ! 
In  my  verse,  Herve  Riel,  do  thou  once  more 
Save  the  squadron,  honour  France,  love  thy  wife 

the  Belle  Aurore  ! 

BROWNING. 

A  War  Song 
To  Englishmen 

PREPARE,  prepare  the  iron  helm  of  war, 
Bring  forth  the  lots,  cast  in  the  spacious  orb  ; 
The  Angel  of  Fate  turns  them  with  mighty  hands, 
And  casts  them  out  upon  the  darkened  earth  ! 
Prepare,  prepare  ! 

Prepare  your  hearts  for  Death's  cold  hand  !  prepare 
Your  souls  for  flight,  your  bodies  for  the  earth  I 
Prepare  your  arms  for  glorious  victory  ! 
Prepare  your  eyes  to  meet  a  holy  God  ! 
Prepare,  prepare  ! 

Whose  fatal  scroll  is  that  ?     Methinks  'tis  mine  ! 
Why  sinks  my  heart,  why  faltereth  my  tongue  ? 
Had  I  three  lives,  I'd  die  in  such  a  cause, 
And  rise,  with  ghost?,  over  the  well-fought  field. 
Prepare,  prepare  ! 

91 


PRO   P ATRIA    ET   REGE 


The  arrows  of  Almighty  God  are  drawn  ! 
Angels  of  Death  stand  in  the  lowering  heavens  ! 
Thousand  of  souls  must  seek  the  realms  of  light, 
And  walk  together  on  the  clouds  of  heaven  ! 
Prepare,  prepare^! 

Soldiers,  prepare  !     Our  cause  is  Heaven's  cause 
Soldiers,  prepare  !     Be  worthy  of  our  cause  ; 
Prepare  to  meet  our  fathers  in  the  sky  ; 
Prepare,  O  troops  that  are  to  fall  to-day  ! 
Prepare,  prepare  ! 

Alfred  shall  smile,  and  make  his  heart  rejoice  ; 
The  Norman  William  and  the  learned  Clerk, 
And  Lion-Heart,  and  black-browed  Edward  with 
His  loyal  queen,  shall  rise,  and  welcome  us  ! 
Prepare,  prepare  ! 

WILLIAM  BLAKE. 


An  Old  Sea  Song,  1806 
To  the  Memory  of  Lord  Nelson 

THOUGH  envied  and  hated  by  tyrants  and  slaves 
Britannia,  fair  Queen  of  the  Ocean,  remains  ; 
Repelled  by  her  ramparts  that  float  on  the  waves, 
War  flies  from  her  borders  and  want  from  her  plains. 
For  ages  renowned, 

By  victory  crowned 

l 
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Surpassed  by  no  other, 

One  rivals  his  brother, 

And  all  prove  their  titles  as  Lords  of  the  Main. 
Lords  of  the  Main  ?     Aye,  Lords  of  the  Main, 
The  tars  of  Old  England  are  Lords  of  the  Main. 

The  charter  descending  from  heroes  of  old, 

Expands  in  succession,  as  ages  roll  on, 
A  climax  of  glory  ;  but  ah,  can  it  hold  ? 
Who  shall  rival  the  past,  now  that  Nelson  is  gone  ; 

Yet  hark,  from  on  high 

The  angelic  reply. 
Your  Nelson  shall  conquer  and  triumph  again  ; 

Each  tar  shall  inherit 

A  share  of  his  spirit, 

And  all  prove  invincible  Lords  of  the  Main. 
Lords  of  the  Main  ?     Aye,  Lords  of  the  Main, 
The  tars  of  Old  England  are  Lords  of  the  Main. 

Wherever  your  far-dreaded  sails  are  unfurled, 
The  genius  of  Nelso  n  shall  fight  by  your  side. 
And  teach  you  again  to  astonish  the  world 
By  deeds  unexampled,  achievements  untried. 

Then  Britons  strike  home, 

For  ages  to  come 
Your  Nelson  shall  conquer  and  triumph  again. 

Each  tar  shall  inherit 

A  share  of  his  spirit, 
And  all  prove  invincible  Lords  of  the  Main. 

93 


PRO  P ATRIA    ET  REGE 


Lords  of  the  Main  ?     Aye,  Lords  of  the  Main. 
The  tars  of  Old  England  are  Lords  of  the  Main. 

Nor  are  we  alone  in  the  noble  career, 
The  soldier  partakes  of  the  generous  flame  ; 
To  glory  he  marches,  to  glory  we  steer, 
Between  us  we  share  the  rich  harvest  of  fame. 

Recorded  on  high, 

Their  names  never  die, 
Whose  deeds  the  renown  of  their  country  sustain  ; 

The  King,  then,  God  bless  him, 

The  world  shall  confess  him, 

The  Lord  of  those  men  who  are  Lords  of  the  Main. 
Lords  of  the  Main  ?     Aye,  Lords  of  the  Main, 
The  tars  of  Old  England  are  Lords  of  the  Main. 
DONALD  NORMAN  REID. 


A  British  War-Song 

QUIT  the  plough,  the  loom,  the  mine, 
Quit  the  joys  the  heart  entwine, 
Join  our  brothers  on  the  brine, 

Arm,  ye  brave,  or  Slavery. 

Peace,  so  loved,  away  is  fled  ; 
War  shall  leave  his  iron  bed  ; 
To  your  arms,  avengers  dread  ! 

Strike,  O  strike  at  Tyranny. 
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For  our  homes,  our  all,  our  name, 
Blast  again  the  tyrant's  aim, 
Britain's  wrongs  swift  vengeance  claim, 
Rush  to  arms,  or  Slavery. 

Lo  !  the  shades  of  Britons  proud  ! 
Hear  them  in  yon  flitting  cloud  ! 
'  Freedom,  children,  or  a  shroud, 

Choose  with  British  bravery.' 

Heroes  of  the  sea,  the  shore, 

Quit  your  laurelled  rest  once  more  ; 

Dreadly  rouse  the  battle's  roar, 

Vengeance  hurl  on  Tyranny J 

THOMAS  CAMPBELL. 


The  Battle  of  Naseby 

OH  !    WHEREFORE  come  ye  forth,  in  triumph  from 

the  North, 

With  your  hands,  and  your  feet,  and  your  rai 
ment  all  red  ? 
And  wherefore  doth  your  rout  send  forth  a  joyous 

shout  ? 

And  whence  be  the  grapes  of  the  wine-press 
which  ye  tread  ? 
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Oh  evil  was  the  rout,  and  bitter  was  the  fruit, 
And  crimson  was  the  juice  of  the  vintage  that  we 

trod; 
For  we  trampled  on  the  throng  of  the  haughty  and 

the  strong, 

Who  sate  in  the  high  places,  and  slew  the  saints 
of  God. 

It  was  about  the  noon  of  a  glorious  day  in  June, 
That   we   saw   their   banners   dance,    and   their 

cuirasses  shine, 
And  the  Man  of  Blood  was  there,  with  his  long 

essenced  hair, 

And  Astley,  and  Sir  Marmaduke,  and  Rupert  of 
the  Rhine. 

Like  a  servant  of  the  Lord,  with  his  Bible  and  his 

sword, 

The  General  rode  along  us  to  form  us  to  the  fight, 
When  a  murmuring  sound  broke  out,  and  swelled 

into  a  shout 

Among  the  godless  horsemen  upon  the  tyrant's 
right. 

And  hark  !  like  the  roar  of  the  billows  on  the  shore, 

The  cry  of  battle  rises  along  their  charging  line  ! 

For  God  !   for  the  Cause  !    for  the  Church  !    for  the 

Laws  ! 

For  Charles  King  of  England,  and  Rupert  of  the 
Rhine  ! 
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The  furious  German  comes,  with  his  clarions  and 

his  drums, 

His  bravoes  of  Alsatia,  and  pages  of  Whitehall ; 
They  are  bursting  on  our  flanks.     Grasp  your  pikes, 

close  your  ranks  ; 
For  Rupert  never  comes  but  to  conquer  or  to  fall. 

They  are  here  !    They  rush  on  !    We  are  broken  ! 

We  are  gone  ! 
Our  left  is  borne  before  them  like  stubble  on  the 

blast. 
O  Lord,  put  forth  thy  might !     O  Lord,  defend  the 

right ! 

Stand  back  to  back,  in  God's  name,  and  fight  it 
to  the  last. 

Stout  Skippon  hath  a  wound  ;    the  centre  hath 

given  ground  ; 
Hark  !    hark  ! — What  means  the  trampling  of 

horsemen  on  our  rear 
Whose  banner  do  I  see,  boys  ?     'Tis  he,  thank  God, 

'tis  he,  boys 
Bear  up  another  minute  :    brave  Oliver  is  here. 

Their  heads  all  stooping  low,  their  points  all  in  a 

row, 

Like  a  whirlwind  on  the  trees,  like  a  deluge  on 
the  dykes 
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Our  cuirassiers  have  burst   on   the  ranks   of  the 

Accurst, 

And  at  a  shock  have  scattered  the  forest  of  his 
pikes. 

Fast,  fast  the  gallants  ride,  in  some  safe  nook  to 

hide 
Their  coward  heads,  predestined  to  rot  on  Temple 

Bar; 
And   he — he  turns,  he  flies,   shame  on  those  cruel 

eyes 

That  bore  to  look  on  torture,  and  dare  not  look 
on  war  ! 

Ho  !    comrades,  scour  the  plain  ;    and,  ere  ye  strip 

the  slain, 
First  give   another  stab  to   make   your  search 

secure, 

Then  shake  from  sleeves  and  pockets  their  broad- 
pieces  and  lockets, 

The  tokens  of  the  wanton,  the  plunder  of  the 
poor. 

Fools  !    your  doublets  shone  with  gold,  and  your 

hearts  were  gay  and  bold, 
When  you  kissed  your  lily  hands  to  your  lemans 

to-day  ; 

And  to-morrow  shall  the  fox,  from  her  chambers  in 
rocks, 
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Lead  forth  her  tawny  cubs  to  howl  above  the 
prey. 

Where  be  your  tongues  that  late  mocked  at  heaven 

and  hell  and  fate, 
And  the  fingers  that  once  were  so  busy  with 

your  blades, 
Your  perfumed   satin   clothes,   your   catches  and 

your  oaths, 

Your  stage-plays  and  your  sonnets,   your  dia 
monds  and  your  spades  ? 

Down,  down,  for  ever  down  with  the  mitre  and  the 

crown, 
With  the  Belial  of  the  Court,  and  the  Mammon  of 

the  Pope  : 
There  is  woe  in  Oxford  Halls  :    there  is  wail  in 

Durham's  Stalls  : 

The  Jesuit  smites  his  bosom  :    the  Bishop  rends 
his  cope. 

And  She  of  the  seven  hills  shall  mourn  her  children's 

ills, 
And  tremble  when  she  thinks  on  the  edge  of 

England's  sword  ; 
And  the  Kings  of  earth  in  fear  shall  shudder  when 

they  hear 

What  the  hand  of  God  hath  wrought  for  the 
Houses  and  the  Word. 

THOMAS  BABINGTON  MACAULAY 
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From  Edinburgh  after  Flodden 

NEWS  of  battle  !     news  of  battle  ! 

Hark  !    'tis  ringing  down  the  street  : 
And  the  archways  and  the  pavement 

Bear  the  clang  of  hurrying  feet. 
News  of  battle  !   who  hath  brought  it  ? 

News  of  triumph  ?     Who  should  bring 
Tidings  from  our  noble  army, 

Greetings  from  our  gallant  King  ? 
All  last  night  we  watched  the  beacons 

Blazing  on  the  hills  afar, 
Each  one  bearing,  as  it  kindled, 

Message  of  the  opened  war. 
All  night  long  the  northern  streamers 

Shot  across  the  trembling  sky  : 
Fearful  lights,  that  never  beckon 

Save  when  kings  or  heroes  die. 

No  I   not  yet,  thou  high  Dunedin  ! 

Shalt  thou  totter  to  thy  fall ; 
Though  thy  bravest  and  thy  strongest 

Are  not  there  to  man  the  wall. 
No,  not  yet  !   the  ancient  spirit 

Of  our  fathers  hath  not  gone  ; 
Take  it  to  thee  as  a  buckler 

Better  far  than  steel  or  stone. 
Oh,  remember  those  who  perished 
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For  the  birthright  at  the  time 
When  to  be  a  Scot  was  treason, 

And  to  side  with  Wallace  crime  ! 
Have  they  not  a  voice  among  us, 

Whilst  their  hallowed  dust  is  here  ? 
Hear  ye  not  a  summons  sounding 

From  each  buried  warrior's  bier  ? 
Up  ! — they  say — and  keep  the  freedom 

Which  we  won  you  long  ago  : 
Up  !   and  keep  our  graves  unsullied 

From  the  insults  of  the  foe  ! 
Up  !   and  if  ye  cannot  save  them. 

Come  to  us  in  blood  and  fire  : 
Midst  the  crash  of  falling  turrets 

Let  the  last  of  Scots  expire  ! 

WILLIAM  EDMONSTOUNE  AYTOUN. 


From  The  Burial  March  of  Dundee 

SOUND  the  fife,  and  cry  the  slogan,- 

Let  the  pibroch  shake  the  air 
With  its  wild  triumphal  music, 

Worthy  of  the  freight  we  bear. 
Let  the  ancient  hills  of  Scotland 

Hear  once  more  the  battle-song 
Swell  within  their  glens  and  valleys 

As  the  clansmen  march  along  ! 
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Never  from  the  field  of  combat, 

Never  from  the  deadly  fray, 
Was  a  nobler  trophy  carried 

Than  we  bring  with  us  to-day  ; 
Never,  since  the  valiant  Douglas 

On  his  dauntless  bosom  bore 
Good  King  Robert's  heart — the  priceless — 

To  our  dear  Redeemer's  shore  ! 
Lo  !   we  bring  with  us  the  hero, 

Lo  !   we  bring  the  conquering  Graeme, 
Crowned  as  best  beseems  a  victor 

From  the  altar  of  his  fame  ; 
Fresh  and  bleeding  from  the  battle 

Whence  his  spirit  took  its  flight, 
Midst  the  crashing  charge  of  squadrons, 

And  the  thunder  of  the  fight  ! 
And  the  evening  star  was  shining 

On  Schehallion's  distant  head 
As  he  told  us  where  to  seek  him, 

In  the  thickest  of  the  slain. 
And  a  smile  was  on  his  visage, 

For  within  his  dying  ear 
Pealed  the  joyful  note  of  triumph, 

And  the  clansmen's  clamorous  cheer  : 
So,  amidst  the  battle's  thunder, 

Shot,  and  steel,  and  scorching  flame, 
In  the  glory  of  his  manhood 

Passed  the  spirit  of  the  Graeme  ! 
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Open  wide  the  vaults  of  Atholl, 

Where  the  bones  of  heroes  rest  ! 
Open  wide  the  hallowed  portals 

To  receive  another  guest  ! 
Last  of  Scots,  and  last  of  freemen 

Last  of  all  that  dauntless  race, 
Who  would  rather  die  unsullied 

Than  outlive  the  land's  disgrace  ! 

WILLIAM  EDMONSTOUNE  AYTOUN. 


The  Island  of  the  Scots 
i. 

THE  Rhine  is  running  deep  and  red, 

The  island  lies  before  ; 
"  Now  is  there  one  of  all  the  host 

Will  dare  to  venture  o'er  ? 
For  not  alone  the  river's  sweep 

Might  make  a  brave  man  quail  : 
The  foes  are  on  the  further  side, 

Their  shot  comes  fast  as  hail. 
God  help  us,  if  the  middle  isle 

We  may  not  hope  to  win  ! 
Now  is  there  any  of  the  host 

Will  dare  to  venture  in  ?  " 

II. 

"  The  ford  is  deep,  the  banks  are  steep, 
The  island-shore  lies  wide  : 
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Nor  man  nor  horse  could  stem  its  force, 

Or  reach  the  further  side. 
See  there  !   amidst  the  willow-boughs 

The  serried  bayonets  gleam  ; 
They've  flung  their  bridge,  they've  won  the 
isle; 

The  foe  have  crossed  the  stream  ! 
Their  volley  flashes  sharp  and  strong, 

By  all  the  Saints  !    I  trow 
There  never  yet  was  soldier  born 

Could  force  that  passage  now  !  " 

III. 

So  spoke  the  bold  French  Mareschal 

With  him  who  led  the  van, 
Whilst  rough  and  red  before  their  view 

The  turbid  river  ran. 
Nor  bridge  nor  boat  had  they  to  cross 

The  wild  and  swollen  Rhine, 
And  thundering  on  the  other  bank 

Far  stretched  the  German  line. 
Hard  by  there  stood  a  swarthy  man 

Was  leaning  on  his  sword, 
And  a  saddened  smile  lit  up  his  face 

As  he  heard  the  Captain's  word. 
"  I've  seen  a  wilder  stream  ere  now 

Than  that  which  rushes  there  ; 
I've  stemmed  a  heavier  torrent  yet 

And  never  thought  to  dare. 
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If  German  steel  be  sharp  and  keen, 

Is  ours  not  strong  and  true  ? 
There  may  be  danger  in  the  deed, 

But  there  is  honour  too." 

VII. 
No  stay,  no  pause.     With  one  accord 

They  grasped  each  other's  hand, 
Then  plunged  into  the  angry  flood, 

That  bold  and  dauntless  band. 
High  flew  the  spray  above  their  heads, 

Yet  onward  still  they  bore, 
Midst  cheer,  and  shout,  and  answering  yell, 

And  shot,  and  cannon-roar — 
"  Now,  by  the  Holy  Cross  !   I  swear, 

Since  earth  and  sea  began, 
Was  never  such  a  daring  deed 

Essayed  by  mortal  man  !  " 

VIII. 

Thick  blew  the  smoke  across  the  stream, 

And  faster  flashed  the  flame  : 
The  water  plashed  in  hissing  jets 

As  ball  and  bullet  came. 
Yet  onwards  pushed  the  Cavaliers 

All  stern  and  undismayed, 
With  thousand  armed  foes  before, 

And  none  behind  to  aid. 
Once,  as  they  neared  the  middle  stream, 
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So  strong  the  torrent  swept, 
That  scarce  that  long  and  living  wall 

Their  dangerous  footing  kept. 
Then  rose  a  warning  cry  behind, 

A  joyous  shout  before  : 
"  The  current's  strong,  the  way  is  long, 

They'll  never  reach  the  shore  ! 

See,  see  !   they  stagger  in  the  midst, 

They  waver  in  their  line  ! 
Fire  on  the  madmen  !   break  their  ranks, 

And  whelm  them  in  the  Rhine  !  " 

X. 

The  German  heart  is  stout  and  true, 

The  German  arm  is  strong  ; 
The  German  foot  goes  seldom  back 

Where  armed  foemen  throng. 
But  never  had  they  faced  in  field 

So  stern  a  charge  before, 
And  never  had  they  felt  the  sweep 

Of  Scotland's  broad  claymore. 
Not  fiercer  pours  the  avalanche 

Adown  the  steep  incline, 
That  rises  o'er  the  parent  springs 

Of  rough  and  rapid  Rhine  ; 
Scarce  swifter  shoots  the  bolt  from  heaven 

Than  came  the  Scottish  band 
Right  up  against  the  guarded  trench, 

And  o'er  it  sword  in  hand. 
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In  vain  their  leaders  forward  press, 
They  meet  the  deadly  brand  ! 

XI. 

O  lonely  island  of  the  Rhine 

Where  seed  was  never  sown, 
What  harvest  lay  upon  thy  sands, 

By  those  strong  reapers  thrown  ? 
What  saw  the  winter  moon  that  night, 

As,  struggling  through  the  rain, 
She  poured  a  wan  and  fitful  light 

On  marsh,  and  stream,  and  plain  ? 
A  dreary  spot  with  corpses  strewn, 

And  bayonets  glistening  round  ; 
A  broken  bridge,  a  stranded  boat, 

A  bare  and  battered  mound  ; 
And  one  huge  watch-fire's  kindled  pile, 

That  sent  its  quivering  glare 
To  tell  the  leaders  of  the  host 

The  conquering  Scots  were  there  ! 

XIII. 

Long  years  went  by.     The  lonely  isle 

In  Rhine's  impetuous  flood 
Has  ta'en  another  name  from  those 

Who  bought  it  with  their  blood  : 
And,  though  the  legend  does  not  live — 

For  legends  lightly  die — 
The  peasant  as  he  sees  the  stream 
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In  winter  rolling  by, 
And  foaming  o'er  its  channel-bed 

Between  him  and  the  spot 
Won  by  the  warriors  of  the  sword, 
Still  calls  that  deep  and  dangerous  ford 

The  Passage  of  the  Scot. 

WILLIAM  EDMONSTOUNE  AYTOUN. 


The  Return  of  the  Guards 

YES,  they  return  ;  but  who  return  ? 

The  many  or  the  few  ? 
Clothed  with  a  name,  in  vain  the  same, 

Face  after  face  is  new. 

We  know  how  beats  the  drum  to  muster, 

We  heard  the  cheers  of  late, 
As  that  red  storm  in  haste  to  form, 

Burst  through  each  barrack-gate. 

The  first  proud  mass  of  English  manhood, 

A  very  sea  of  life, 
With  strength  untold,  was  eastward  rolled ; 

How  ebbs  it  back  from  strife  ? 

The  steps  that  scaled  the  heights  of  Alma 

Wake  but  faint  echoes  here  ; 
The  flags  we  sent  come  back,  though  rent 

For  other  hands  to  rear. 
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Through    shouts,    that    hail    the    shattered 

banner, 

Home  from  proud  onsets  led, 
Through  the  glad  roar,   which   greets  once 

more 
Each  bronzed  and  bearded  head  ; 

Hushed  voices,  from  the  earth  beneath  us, 

Thrill  on  the  summer  air, 
And  claim  a  part  of  England's  heart, 

For  those  who  are  not  there. 

Not  only  these  have  marched  from  battle 

Into  the  realms  of  peace  ; 
A  home  attained,  a  haven  gained, 

Where  wars  and  tumults  cease. 

Whilst  thick  on  Alma's  blood-stained  river 

The  war-smoke  lingered  still, 
A  long,  low  beat  of  unseen  feet 

Rose  from  her  vine-clad  hill  ; 

By  a  swift  change,  to  music  nobler 

Than  e'er  was  heard  by  man, 
From  those  red  banks,  the  gathered  ranks 

That  other  march  began. 

On,  on  through  wild  and  wondrous  regions 

Echoed  their  iron  tread, 
Whilst  voices  old  before  them  rolled, 

'  Make  way  for  Alma's  dead.' 
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Like  mighty  winds  before  them  ever, 

Those  ancient  voices  rolled  ; 
Swept  from  their  track,  huge  bars  run  back, 

And  giant  gates  unfold  ; 

Till  to  the  inmost  home  of  heroes 

They  led  that  hero  line, 
Where  with  a  flame  no  years  can  tame 

The  stars  of  honour  shine. 

As  forward  stept  each  fearless  soldier, 

So  stately,  firm,  and  tall, 
Wide,  wide  outflung,  grim  plaudits  rung 

On  through  that  endless  hall. 

Next,  upon  gloomy  phantom  chargers, 

The  self-devoted  came, 
Who  rushed  to  die,  without  reply, 

For  duty,  not  for  fame. 

Then,  from  their  place  of  ancient  glory, 

All  sheathed  in  shining  brass, 
Three  hundred  men,  of  the  Grecian  glen, 

Marched  down  to  see  them  pass. 

And  the  long-silent  flutes  of  Sparta 

Poured  haughty  welcome  forth, 
Stern  hymns  to  crown,  with  just  renown, 

Her  brethren  of  the  North. 
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Yet  louder  at  the  solemn  portal, 

The  trumpet  floats  and  waits  ; 
And  still  more  wide,  in  living  pride, 

Fly  back  the  golden  gates. 

And  those  from  Inkermann  swarm  onwards, 
Who  made  the  dark  fight  good  ; 

One  man  to  nine,  till  their  thin  line 
Lay  where  at  first  it  stood. 

All  through  that  dim  despairing  winter, 

Too  noble  to  complain, 
Bands  hunger-worn,  in  raiment  torn, 

Came,  not  by  foemen  slain. 

And  patient,  from  the  sullen  trenches 

Crowds  sunk,  by  toil  and  cold  ; 
Then  murmurs  slow,  like  thunders  low, 

Wailed  through  the  brave  of  old. 

Wrath  glided  o'er  the  Hall  of  Heroes, 

And  veiled  it  like  a  pall, 
Whilst  all  felt  fear,  lest  they  should  hear 

The  Lion-banner  fall. 

And  if  unstained  that  ancient  banner 

Keep  yet  its  place  of  pride, 
Let  none  forget  how  vast  the  debt 

We  owe  to  those  who  died. 
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Let  none  forget  THE  OTHERS,  marching 

With  steps  we  feel  no  more, 
Whose  bodies  sleep,  by  that  grim  deep 

Which  shakes  the  Euxine  shore. 

Sir  FRANCIS  H.  DOYLE. 


England  :   An  Ode 

Music  made  of  change  and  conquest,  glory  born 

of  evil  slain, 
Stilled   the   discord,    slew  the   darkness,   bade  the 

lights  of  tempest  wane, 
Where  the  deathless  dawn  of  England  rose  in  sign 

that  right  should  reign. 

Where  the  footfall  sounds  of  England,  where  the 

smile  of  England  shines, 
Rings  the  tread  and  laughs  the  face  of  freedom, 

fair  as  hope  divines 
Days  to  be,  more  brave  than  ours,  and  lit  by  lordlier 

stars  for  signs. 

All  Tour  past  acclaims  our  future  :     Shakespeare's 

voice  and  Nelson's  hand, 
Milton's  faith  and  Wordsworth's  trust  in  this  our 

chosen  and  chainless  land, 
Bear   us   witness  :     come   the    world    against   her, 

England  yet  shall  stand. 
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Earth  and  sea  bear  England  witness  if  he  lied  who 

said  it ;   he 
Whom  the  winds  that  ward  her,  waves  that  clasp, 

and  herb  and  flower  and  tree 
Fed  with  English  dews  and  sunbeams,  hail  as  more 

than  man  may  be. 

No  man  ever  spake  as  he  that  bade  our  England 

be  but  true, 
Keep  but  faith  with  England  fast  and  firm,  and 

none  should  bid  her  rue  ; 
None  may  speak  as  he  :  but  all  may  know  the  sign 

that  Shakespeare  knew. 

ALGERNON  CHARLES  SWINBURNE. 


The  Armada 
i. 

ENGLAND,     mother    born    of    seamen,     daughter 

fostered  of  the  sea, 
Mother  more  beloved  than  all  who  bear  not  all 

their  children  free, 
Reared  and  nursed  and  crowned  and  cherished  by 

the  sea-wind  and  the  sun, 
Sweetest  land  and  strongest,  face  most  fair  and 

mightiest  heart  in  one, 
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Stands  not  higher  than  when  the  centuries  known  of 

earth  were  less  by  three, 
When  the  strength  that  struck  the  whole  world 

pale  fell  back  from  hers  undone. 

II. 

For  the  light  that  abides  upon  England,  the  glory 

that  rests  on  her  godlike  name, 
The  pride  that  is  love  and  the  love  that  is  faith  a 

perfume  dissolved  in  flame, 
Took  fire  from  the  dawn  of  the  fierce  July  when 

fleets  were  scattered  as  foam 
And  squadrons  as  flakes  of  spray  ;    when  galleon 

and  galliass  that  shadowed  the  sea 
Were  swept  from  her  waves  like  shadows  that  pass 

with  the  clouds  they  fell  from,  and  she 
Laughed  loud  to  the  wind  as  it  gave  to  her  keeping 

the  glories  of  Spain  and  Rome. 

IV. 

In  Him  is  their  strength,  who  have  sworn  that  His 

glory  shall  wax  not  dim  : 
In  His  name  are  their  war-ships  hallowed  as  mightiest 

of  all  that  swim  : 
The  men  that  shall  cope  with  these,  and  conquer, 

shall  cast  out  Him. 

In  Him  is  the  trust  of  their  hearts  ;    the  desire  of 
their  eyes  is  His  ; 
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The  light  of  their  ways,  made  lightning  for  men  that 

would  fain  be  free  : 
Earth's  hosts  are  with  them,   and  with  them  is 

heaven  :  but  with  us  is  the  sea. 

V. 

And  lightly  the  proud  hearts  prattle, 

And  lightly  the  dawn  draws  nigh, 

The  dawn  of  the  doom  of  the  battle 

When  these  shall  falter  and  fly  ; 
No  day  more  great  in  the  roll  of  fate  rilled  ever  with 
fire  the  sky. 

Southward  to  Calais,  appalled 

And  astonished,  the  vast  fleet  veers  ; 
And  the  skies  are  shrouded  and  palled, 

But  the  moonless  midnight  hears 
And  sees  how  swift  on  them  drive  and  drift  strange 
flames  that  the  darkness  fears. 

They  fly  through  the  night  from  shoreward, 
Heart-stricken  till  morning  break, 

And  ever  to  scourge  them  forward 

Drives  down  on  them  England's  Drake, 
And  hurls  them  in  as  they  hurtle  and  spin  and 

stagger,  with  storm  to  wake. 

VII. 

Truth  is  in  thee,  and  none  may  win  thee  to  lie, 
forsaking  the  face  of  truth  : 
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Freedom  lives  by  the  grace  she  gives  thee,  born 
again  from  thy  deathless  youth  : 

Faith  should  fail,  and  the  world  turn  pale,  wert 
thou  the  prey  of  the  serpent's  tooth. 

Greed  and  fraud,  unabashed,  unawed,  may  strive 

to  sting  thee  at  heel  in  vain  : 
Craft  and  fear  and  mistrust  may  leer  and  mourn 

and  murmur  and  plead  and  pain  : 
Thou  art  thou  :  and  thy  sunbright  brow  is  hers  that 

blasted  the  strength  of  Spain. 

Mother,  mother  beloved,  none  other  could  claim 
in  place  of  thee  England's  place  : 

Earth  bears  none  that  beholds  the  sun  so  pure  of 
record,  so  clothed  with  grace  : 

Dear  our  mother,  nor  son  nor  brother  is  thine,  as 
strong  or  as  fair  of  face. 

England,  none  that  is  born  thy  son,  and  lives,  by 

grace  of  thy  glory,  free, 
Lives  and  yearns  not  at  heart,  and  burns  with  hope 

to  serve  as  he  worships  thee  ; 
None  may  sing  thee  :    the  sea-wind's  wing  beats 

down  our  songs  as  it  hails  the  sea. 

ALGERNON  CHARLES  SWINBURNE. 
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From  The  Cathedral 

ALL  night  the  surges  of  the  warm  south-west 
Boomed  intermittent  through  the  shuddering  elms, 
And  brought  a  morning  from  the  Gulf  adrift, 
Omnipotent  with  sunshine,  whose  quick  charm 
Startled  with  crocuses  the  sullen  turf 
And  wiled  the  bluebird  to  his  whiff  of  song. 

Looking  up  suddenly  I  found  mine  eyes 

Confronted  with  the  minster's  vast  repose, 

Silent  and  gray  as  forest-leaguered  cliff 

Left  inland  by  the  ocean's  slow  retreat, 

That  hears  afar  the  breeze-borne  note  and  longr- 

Remembering  shocks  of  surf  that  rose  and  fell. 

I  stood  before  the  triple  northern  port, 
Where  dedicated  shapes  of  saints  and  kings, 
Stern  faces  bleared  with  immemorial  watch, 
Looked  down  benignly  gay  and  seemed  to  say, 
'  Ye  come  and  go  incessant ;  we  remain 
Safe  in  the  hallowed  quiets  of  the  past ; 
Be  reverent,  ye  who  flit  and  are  forgot, 
Of  faith  so  nobly  realised  as  this.' 

The  Grecian  gluts  me  with  its  perfectness, 
Unanswerable  as  Euclid,  self-contained, 
The  one  thing  finished  in  this  hasty  world, 
For  ever  finished,  though  the  barbarous  pit, 
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Fanatical  on  hearsay,  stamp  and  shout 
As  if  a  miracle  could  be  encored. 

But  ah  !   this  other,  this  that  never  ends, 
Still  climbing,  luring  fancy  still  to  climb, 
As  full  of  morals  half-divined  as  life, 
Graceful,  grotesque,  with  ever  new  surprise 
Of  hazardous  caprices  sure  to  please, 
Heavy  as  nightmare,  airy-light  as  fern, 
Imagination's  very  self  in  stone  ! 

The  gray  spire,  molten  now  in  driving  mist, 

Now  lulled  with  the  incommunicable  blue  ; 

The  carvings  touched  to  meanings  new  with  snow, 

Or  commented  with  fleeting  grace  of  shade  ; 

The  statues,  motley  as  man's  memory, 

Partial  as  that,  so  mixed  of  true  and  false, 

History  and  legend  meeting  with  a  kiss 

Across  this  bound-mark  where  their  realms  confine 

The  painted  windows,  freaking  gloom  with  glow, 

Dusking  the  sunshine  which  they  seem  to  cheer, 

Meet  symbol  of  the  senses  and  the  soul. 

Far  up  the  great  bells  wallowed  in  delight, 
Tossing  their  clangours  o'er  the  heedless  town 
To  call  the  worshippers  who  never  came. 

Shall  he  divine  no  strength  unmade  of  votes, 
Inward,  impregnable,  found  soon  as  sought, 
Not  cognisable  of  sense,  o'er  sense  supreme  ? 
His  holy  places  may  not  be  of  stone 
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Nor  made  with  hands,  yet  fairer  far  than  aught 

By  artist  feigned  or  pious  artist  reared, 

Fit  altars  for  who  guards  inviolate 

God's  chosen  seat,  the  sacred  form  of  man. 

I,  who  to  Chartres  came  to  feed  my  eye 

And  give  to  Fancy  one  clear  holiday, 

Scarce  saw  the  minster  for  the  thoughts  it  stirred, 

Buzzing  o'er  past  and  future  with  vain  quest, 

Here  once  there  stood  a  homely  wooden  church, 

Which  slow  devotion  slowly  changed  for  this. 

O  Power  more  near  my  life  than  life  itself 
(Or  what  seems  life  itself  in  sense  immured), 
Even  as  the  roots,  shut  in  the  darksome  earth 
Share  in  the  tree-top's  joyance,  and  conceive 
Of  sunshine  and  wide  air  and  winged  things 
By  sympathy  of  nature,  so  do  I 
Have  evidence  of  Thee  so  far  above, 

Yet  in  and  of  me  ! 

JAMES  RUSSELL  LOWELL. 


From  Poems  of  the  War 

"THREE  roots    bear    up    Dominion:    Knowledge 

Will,— 

These  twain  are  strong,  but  stronger  yet  the  third — 
Obedience,  'tis  the  great  tap-root  that  still, 

119 


PRO  P ATRIA    ET  REGE 


Knit  round  the  rock  of  Duty,  is  not  stirred 
Though  Heaven-loosed  tempests  spend  their  utmost 
skill. 

Rough  are  the  steps,  slow-hewn  in  flintiest  rock. 
States  climb  to  power  by  ;   slippery  those  with  gold 
Down  which  they  stumble  to  eternal  mock  ; 
No  chafferer's  hand  shall  long  the  sceptre  hold, 
Who,  given  a  Fate  to  shape,  would  sell  the  block. 

His  shall  be  larger  manhood,  saved  for  those 
That  walk  unblenching  through  the  trial-fires  ; 
Not  suffering,  but  faint  heart,  is  worst  of  woes, 
And  he  no  base-born  son  of  craven  sires, 
Whose  eye  need  blench  confronted  with  his  foes. 

Tears  may  be  ours,  but  proud,  for  those  who  win 
Death's  royal  purple  in  the  foeman's  lines  ; 
Peace,  too,  brings  tears  ;   and  'mid  the  battle-din, 
The  wiser  ear  some  text  of  God  divines, 
For  the  sheathed  blade  may  rust  with  darker  sin. 

God  give  us  peace  !   not  such  as  lulls  to  sleep, 
But  sword  on  thigh,  and  brow  with  purpose  knit ! 
And  let  our  Ship  of  State  to  harbour  sweep, 
Her  ports  all  up,  her  battle-lanterns  lit, 
And  her  leashed  thunders  gathering  for  their  leap  !  " 
JAMES  RUSSELL  LOWELL. 
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From  Ode  Recited  at  the  Harvard 
Commemoration 

LIFE  may  be  given  in  many  ways, 

And  loyalty  to  Truth  be  sealed 
As  bravely  in  the  closet  as  the  field, 

So  bountiful  is  Fate  : 

But  then  to  stand  beside  her, 

When  craven  churls  deride  her, 
To  front  a  lie  in  arms  and  not  to  yield, 

This  shows,  methinks,  God's  plan 

And  measure  of  a  stalwart  man, 

Limbed  like  the  old  heroic  breeds, 

Who   stands    self-poised   on    manhood's   solid 
earth, 

Not  forced  to  frame  excuses  for  his  birth, 
Fed  from  within  with  all  the  strength  he  needs. 

Such  was  he,  our  Martyr-Chief, 

Whom  late  the  Nation  he  had  led, 

With  ashes  on  her  head, 
Wept  with  the  passion  of  an  angry  grief  : 
Forgive  me  if  from  present  things  I  turn 
To  speak  what  in  my  heart  will  beat  and  burn, 
And  hang  my  wreath  on  his  world-honoured  urn. 

Nature,  they  say,  doth  dote 

And  cannot  make  a  man 
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Save  on  some  worn-out  plan, 

Repeating  us  by  rote  ; 
For  him  her  Old- World  moulds  aside  she  threw, 

And,  choosing  sweet  clay  from  the  breast 

Of  the  unexhausted  West, 
With  stuff  untainted  shaped  a  hero  new, 
Wise,  steadfast  in  the  strength  of  God,  and  true. 

How  beautiful  to  see 

Once  more  a  shepherd  of  mankind  indeed, 
Who  loved  his  charge,  but  never  loved  to  lead  ; 
One  whose  meek  flock  the  people  joyed  to  be, 

Not  lured  by  any  cheat  of  birth, 

But  by  his  clear-grained  human  worth, 
And  brave  old  wisdom  in  sincerity  ! 

They  knew  that  outward  grace  is  dust  ; 

They  could  not  choose  but  trust 
In  that  sure-footed  mind's  unfaltering  skill, 

And  supple-tempered  will 

That  bent  like  perfect  steel  to  spring  again  and 
thrust, 

His  was  no  lonely  mountain-peak  of  mind, 

Thrusting  to  thin  air  o'er  our  cloudy  bars, 

A  sea-mark  now,  now  lost  in  vapours  blind  ; 

Broad  prairie  rather,  genial,  level-lined, 

Fruitful  and  friendly  for  all  human  kind, 
Yet  also  nigh  to  Heaven  and  loved  of  loftiest 
stars. 

Nothing  of  Europe  here, 
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Or  then,  of  Europe  fronting  morning  still, 

Ere  any  names  of  Serf  and  Peer 

Could  Nature's  equal  scheme  deface 

And  thwart  her  genial  will  ; 

Here  was  a  type  of  the  true  elder  race, 
And  one  of  Plutarch's  men  talked  with  us  face 
to  face. 

I  praise  him  not  ;  it  were  too  late  ; 
And  some  innative  weakness  there  must  be 
In  him  who  condescends  to  victory 
Such  as  the  Present  gives,  and  cannot  wait, 

Safe  in  himself  as  in  a  fate. 

So  always  firmly  he  ; 

He  knew  to  bide  his  time, 

And  can  his  fame  abide, 
Still  patient  in  his  simple  faith  sublime, 

Till  the  wise  years  decide. 
Great  captains  with  their  guns  and  drums, 

Disturb  our  judgment  for  the  hour 

But  at  last  silence  comes  ; 
These  all  are  gone,  and,  standing  like  a  tower, 
Our  children  shall  behold  his  fame, 

The  kindly-earnest,  brave,  fore-seeing  man, 
Sagacious,  patient,  dreading  praise,  not  blame, 

New  birth  of  our  new  soil,  the  first  American. 
JAMES  RUSSELL  LOWELL. 
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The  Fatherland 

WHERE  is  the  true  man's  fatherland  ? 

Is  it  where  he  by  chance  is  born  ? 

Doth  not  the  yearning  spirit  scorn 
In  such  scant  borders  to  be  spanned  ? 
Oh  yes  !  his  fatherland  must  be 
As  the  blue  heaven  wide  and  free  ! 

Is  it  alone  where  freedom  is, 

Where  God  is  God  and  man  is  man  ? 
Doth  he  not  claim  a  broader  span 

For  the  soul's  love  of  home  than  this  ? 

Oh  yes  !  his  fatherland  must  be 

As  the  blue  heavens  wide  and  free  ! 

Where'er  a  human  heart  doth  wear 
Joy's  myrtle-wreath  or  sorrow's  gyves, 
Where'er  a  human  spirit  strives 

After  a  life  more  true  and  fair, 

There  is  the  true  man's  birthplace  grand, 

His  is  a  world-wide  fatherland  ! 

Where'er  a  single  slave  doth  pine, 

Where'er  one  man  may  help  another, — 
Thank  God  for  such  a  birthright,  brother, — 

That  spot  of  earth  is  thine  and  mine  ! 

There  is  the  true  man's  birthplace  grand, 

His  is  a  world-wide  fatherland  ! 

JAMES  RUSSELL  LOWELL. 
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On  Board  the  '76 

OUR  ship  lay  tumbling  in  an  angry  sea, 

Her  rudder  gone,  her  mainmast  o'er  the  side  ; 

Her  scuppers  from  the  waves'  clutch  staggering  free, 

Trailed  threads  of  priceless  crimson  through  the 

tide; 

Sails,  shrouds,  and  spars  with  pirate  cannon  torn, 
We  lay,  awaiting  morn. 

But  there  was  one,  the  Singer  of  our  crew, 
Upon  whose  head  Age  waved  his  peaceful  sign, 
But  whose  red  heart's-blood  no  surrender  knew  ; 
And  couchant  under  brows  of  massive  line, 
The  eyes,  like  guns  beneath  a  parapet 
Watched,  charged  with  lightnings  yet. 

But  now  he  sang  of  faith  in  things  unseen, 
Of  freedom's  birthright  given  to  us  in  trust ; 
And  words  of  doughty  cheer  he  spoke  between, 
That  made  all  earthly  fortune  seem  as  dust, 
Matched  with  that  duty,  old  as  Time  and  new, 
Of  being  brave  and  true. 

JAMES  RUSSELL  LOWELL. 

Our  Country 

OUR  Country,  the  land  of  the  brave  and  the  free, 
The  Empress  of  millions,  the  queen  of  the  Sea, 
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Be  true  to  thy  story,  its  triumph  and  strain ; 
Be  strong  in  the  strength  we  have  garnered  in  pain. 

They  suffered  for  England,  they  died  in  her  cause, 
Who  fell  in  defence  of  our  rights  and  our  laws  ; 
They  suffered  for  England  who  sank  in  the  tide, 
Where  our  battleships  sheltered  the  foe  we  defied. 

How  often  thy  mantle  of  Empire  has  spread 

To  the  wailing  of  women,  with  tears  for  the  dead  1 

By  sickness  in  sorrow,  in  horror  by  war, 

The  graves  of  thy  children  lie  scattered  afar. 

Be  this  their  inscription  :   that  stern  is  the  call 
Of  the  duty  of  Empire  to  serve  or  to  fall ; 
And  deem  not — though  onward  thy  destiny  lead — 
Thy  glory  in  slaughter,  thy  honour  in  greed. 

In  justice  and  mercy  thy  rule  shall  endure, 
And  the  passion  to  serve  thee  be  perfect  and  pure  ; 
So  the  tracks  of  thy  ships  as  they  sever  the  sea 
Shall  be  paths  of  thy  people  to  lands  that  are  free. 
SIR  CHARLES  TUPPER. 


Rifleman's  Song 

WE'LL  arm  us  with  the  rifle, 
Like  free-born  men  and  true, 

And  the  first  foe  who  seeks  our  land 
Will  be  the  first  to  rue. 
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The  skill  of  eye  and  hand  we'll  ply 

To  prove  the  rifle's  powers, 
And  forth  we'll  stand  to  guard  our  land, 

For  gallant  men  are  ours. 

We'll  do  as  did  our  fathers, 

When  they'd  rights  their  maintain 
'Gainst  the  Eagle  of  the  Roman,  and 

The  Raven  of  the  Dane  : 
And  age  shall  smile  within  our  halls, 

And  beauty  in  our  bowers, 
While  forth  we  stand  to  guard  our  land, 

For  gallant  men  are  ours. 

While  Scotland's  ancient  thistle 

Grows  green  upon  her  leas, 
And  lifts  loft  its  bearded  tuft 

To  greet  the  mountain  breeze  ; 
And  England's  rose  blooms  bonny  in 

Old  England's  rich  green  bowers, 
Forth  we  will  stand  to  guard  the  land, 

For  gallant  men  are  ours. 

HENRY  SCOTT  RIDDELL. 

The  Belfry  of  Bruges 

IN  THE  market-place  of  Bruges  stands  the  belfry 

old  and  brown  ; 
Thrice    consumed    and    thrice    rebuilded,    still    it 

watches  o'er  the  town. 
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As  the  summer  morn  was  breaking,  on  that  lofty 

tower  I  stood, 
And  the  world  threw  off  the  darkness,  like  the  weeds 

of  widowhood. 

Thick  with  towns  and  hamlets  studded,  and  with 

streams  and  vapours  gray, 
Like  a  shield  embossed  with  silver,  round  and  vast 

the  landscape  lay. 

At  my  feet  the  city  slumbered.     From  its  chimneys, 

here  and  there, 
Wreaths  of  snow-white  smoke  ascending,  vanished, 

ghost-like,  into  air. 

Not  a  sound  rose  from  the  city  at  that  early  morning 

hour, 
But  I  heard  a  heart  of  iron  beating  in  the  ancient 

tower. 

From   their   nests   beneath   the   rafters   sang   the 

swallows  wild  and  high  : 
And  the  world,  beneath  me  sleeping,  seemed  more 

distant  than  the  sky. 

Then  most  musical  and  solemn,  bringing  back  the 

olden  times, 
With   their   strange   unearthly    changes   rang   the 

melancholy  chimes. 

Like  the  psalms  from  some  old  cloister,  when  the 
nuns  sing  in  the  choir  ; 
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And  the  great  bell  tolled  among  them,   like  the 
chanting  of  a  friar. 

Visions  of  the  days  departed  ;    shadowy  phantoms 

filled  my  brain  ; 
They  who  only  live  in  history  seemed  to  walk  the 

earth  again  ; 

All  the  Foresters  of  Flanders, — mighty  Baldwin  Bras 

de  Fer, 
Lyderick   du    Bucq    and    Cressy    Philip,    Guy    de 

Dampierre. 

I  beheld  the  pageants  splendid  that  adorned  those 

days  of  old  ; 
Stately  dames,  like  queens  attended,  knights  who 

bore  the  Fleece  of  Gold. 

Lombard  and  Venetian  merchants  with  deep-laden 

argosies  ; 
Ministers  from  twenty  nations  ;    more  than  royal 

pomp  and  ease. 

I  beheld  proud  Maximilian,  kneeling  humbly  on 

the  ground  ; 
I  beheld  the  gentle  Mary,  hunting  with  her   hawk 

and  hound  ; 
And   her   lighted    bridal-chamber,    where   a   duke 

slept  with  the  queen, 
And  the  armed  guard  around  them,  and  the  sward 

unsheathed  between. 
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I  beheld  the  Flemish  weavers,  with  Namur  and 

Juliers  bold, 
Marching  homeward  from  the  bloody  battle  of  the 

Spurs  of  Gold  ; 

Saw  the  fight  at  Minnewater,  saw  the  White  Hoods 

moving  west, 
Saw  great  Artevelde  victorious  scale  the  Golden 

Dragon's  nest. 

And  again  the  whiskered  Spaniard  all  the  land  with 

terror  smote ; 
And   again   the   wild   alarum   sounded   from    the 

tocsin's  throat  ; 

Till  the  bell  of  Ghent  responded  o'er  lagoon  and 

dike  of  sand, 
'  I  am  Roland  !   I  am  Roland  !   there  is  victory  in 

the  land ! ' 

Then    the    souud    of    drums    aroused    me.    The 

awakened  city's  roar 
Chased  the  phantoms  I  had  summoned  back  into 

their  graves  once  more. 

Hours  had  passed  away  like  minutes ;    and  before 
I  was  aware, 

Lo !    the  shadow  of  the  belfrey  crossed  the  sun- 
illumined  square. 

HENRY  WADSWORTH  LONGFELLOW. 
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The  Battle-Field 

ONCE  this  soft  turf,  this  rivulet's  sands, 
Were  trampled  by  a  hurrying  crowd  ; 

And  fiery  hearts  and  armed  hands 
Encountered  in  the  battle-cloud. 

Ah  !  never  shall  the  land  forget 

How  gushed  the  life-blood  of  her  brave 

Gushed,  warm  with  hope  and  courage  yet, 
Upon  the  soil  they  sought  to  save. 

Soon  rested  those  who  fought ;  but  thou 
Who  minglest  in  the  harder  strife 

For  truths  which  men  receive  not  now, 
Thy  warfare  only  ends  with  life. 

Yet  nerve  thy  spirit  to  the  proof 
And  blench  not  at  thy  chosen  lot ; 

The  timid  good  may  stand  aloof, 
The  sage  may  frown,  yet  faint  thou  not. 

Truth,  crushed  to  earth,  shall  rise  again  ! 

The  eternal  years  of  God  are  hers  ; 
But  error,  wounded,  writhes  with  pain, 

And  dies  amid  his  worshippers. 

Yea,  though  thou  lie  upon  the  dust, 
When  they  who  helped  thee  flee  in  fear  , 

Die  full  of  hope  and  manly  trust 
Like  those  who  fell  in  battle  here, 
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Another  hand  thy  sword  shall  wield, 
Another  hand  the  standard  wave, 

Till  from  the  trumpet's  mouth  is  pealed 
The  blast  of  triumph  o'er  thy  grave. 

WILLIAM  CULLEN  BRYANT. 


A  Highland  Marching  Song 

Now  we're  ready  for  the  march, 
Slope  your  arms,  and  step  together  ! 

Still  from  each  unconquered  glen 
Rose  the  men  no  yoke  could  fetter. 

With  the  Bruce  they  drew  the  sword, 
On  the  gory  field  of  Bannock. 

In  the  ranks  of  great  Gustavus 
With  the  bravest  they  were  reckoned. 

'Neath  the  banners  of  Montrose 
Like  a  storm-cloud  swept  the  tartan  ; 

On  the  field  of  Fontenoy 

They  held  nobly  up  their  banner. 

In  the  steps  of  Royal  Charlie 
Many  a  laurel  did  they  gather, 

From  the  rout  on  Preston  brae 
Till  the  day  of  black  Culloden  : 
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And  in  Fortune's  darkest  hour 
Closer  round  him  did  they  rally. 

At  Quebec  their  pibroch  shrill 
Up  the  hill  went  breathing  terror. 

On  the  sands  of  Aboukir 

Rang  their  cheer  mid  hail  of  bullets. 

First  of  many  a  field  of  war, 
Where  great  Arthur  ruled  the  battle, 

And  on  many  a  field  of  Spain, 
To  their  ancient  fame  they  added  : 

On  the  slopes  of  Quatre  Bras 

The  Frenchmen  saw  them  stand  unbroken. 

On  the  day  of  Waterloo 

The  pibroch  blew  where  fire  was  hottest. 

When  the  Alma  heights  were  stormed, 
Foremost  went  the  Highland  bonnets  ; 

When  on  India's  burning  plains 
Dearly  saved  was  Britain's  honour, 

Joyful  rang  the  pibroch  loud 

Through  the  sounding  streets  of  Lucknow  ; 

From  Cabul  to  Candahar, 

Glorious  was  the  march  with  Roberts  : 
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On  Egyptian  sands  they  bore, 
Yet  once  more,  the  brunt  of  battle  ; 

Rushing,  with  terrific  cheer, 
On  Tel-el-Kebir  resistless ; 

As  it  was  in  days  of  yore, 
So  the  story  shall  be  ever  : 

But  when  they  have  sheathed  the  sword, 
Then  their  glory  is  to  succour. 

Think,  then,  of  the  name  ye  bear, 
Ye  that  wear  the  Highland  tartan  ! 

Jealous  of  its  old  renown, 

Hand  it  down  without  a  blemish  ! 

SHERIFF  ALEXANDER  NICOLSON. 

Balaclava 

THEY  thought  we  were  coxcombs  ;    they  said  we 

were  born 

In  the  sunshine  of  peace  time  like  insects  to  fly  : 
The  jester  and  novelist  made  us  their  scorn  ; 
And  lecturing  hypocrites  joined  in  the  cry. 

They  said  we  were  heroes  best  fitted  to  shine 

In  the  barrack,  the  ball-room,  the  rings,  and  parade  ; 

That  the  source  of  what  courage  we  boasted  was 

wine  ; 
And  woman  the  prize  of  what  conquests  we  made. 
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That  slander  has  melted  like  mists  from  the  sun  : 
It  veils  not  the  grave  where  its  objects  repose  : 
On  the  limber  of  many  a  Muscovite  gun 
They  have  scored  its  rebuke  in  the  blood  of  their 
foes, 

Ere    their   own   was   exhausted.     Alas !     for   the 

number, 

Too  scanty  to  conquer,  too  many  to  fall  ; 
Of  those  whom  no  trumpet  can  wake  from  their 

slumber, 
No  leader  can  rally,  no  signal  recall : 

Not  even  that  Leader,  in  whose  gallant  bearing, 
As  he  rose  in  the  saddle  the  mandate  to  give, 
None  could  mark,  as  he  gave  it,  one  symptom 

declaring 
That  none  could  accomplish  that  order,  and  live. 

It  was  hopeless  !  all  knew  it :  yet  onward  they 
bounded, 

With  the  order,  and  speed,  of  some  festival  day  : 

When,  with  Kings  to  behold  them  by  gazers  sur 
rounded, 

They  mimicked  the  semblance  of  Battle's  array. 

Oh  !    well  may  the  remnant,  that,  shattered  and 

broken, 

Returned  from  that  onset,  accept  of  the  fame, 
Which,  whenever  the  word  Balaclava  be  spoken, 
Shall  join  its  sad  glories  to  Cardigan's  name. 
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And  in   Beaudesert's   Hall,   when   the  yule-log  is 

lighted, 
And  the  tale  of  high  deeds  makes  its  round  by  the 

fire, 

They  shall  tell  how  a  son  of  that  house  has  requited 
The  lessons  of  valour  he  learned  from  his  sire. 

Oh,  would  he  had  lived  one  short  year  to  have 

noted, 
When  the  red  tide  of  slaughter  foamed  over  that 

plain, 

Above  it  the  plume  of  a  Paget  that  floated  ! 
It  was  Anglesey  charged  in  his  offspring  again ! 
FRANCIS,  ist  EARL  OF  ELLESMERE. 


A  Thought  from  the  Rhine 

I  HEARD  an  eagle  crying  all  alone  • 

Above  the  vineyards  through  the  summer  night, 

Among  the  skeletons  of  robber  towers  ; 

Because  the  ancient  eyrie  of  his  race 

Was  trenched  and  walled  by  busy-handed  men  ; 

And  all  his  forest-chace  and  woodland  wild, 

Wherefrom  he  fed  his  young  with  hare  and  roe, 

Were  trim  with  grapes  which  swelled  from  hour  to 

hour, 

And  tossed  their  golden  tendrils  to  the  sun 
For  joy  at  their  own  riches.     So,  I  thought, 
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The  great  devourers  of  the  earth  shall  sit, 
Idle  and  impotent,  they  know  not  why, 
Down-staring  from  their  barren  height  of  state 
On  nations  grown  too  wise  to  slay  and  slave, 
The  puppets  of  the  few,  while  peaceful  lore 
And  fellow-help  make  glad  the  heart  of  earth, 
With  wonders  which  they  fear  and  hate,  as  he, 
The  eagle,  hates  the  vineyard  slopes  below. 

CHARLES  KINGSLEY. 


Last  Poem 

No  COWARD  soul  is  mine, 
No  trembler  in  the  world's  storm-troubled  sphere, 

I  see  Heaven's  glories  shine, 
And  faith  shines  equal,  arming  me  from  fear. 

O  God  within  my  breast, 
Almighty  ever-present  Deity  ! 

Life,  that  in  me  has  rest, 
As  I — undying  Life — have  power  in  Thee  ! 

Vain  are  the  thousand  creeds 
That  move  men's  heart,  unutterably  vain  : 

Worthless  as  withered  weeds, 
Or  idlest  froth  amid  the  boundless  main, 

To  waken  doubt  in  one 
Holding  so  fast  by  thine  infinity, 
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So  surely  anchored  on 
The  steadfast  rock  of  immortality. 

EMILY  BRONTE. 


Rule  Britannia 

WHEN  Britain  first  at  Heaven's  command 

Arose  from  out  the  azure  main, 
This  was  the  charter  of  her  land 

And  guardian  angels  sung  the  strain  : 

Rule  Britannia  !     Britannia  rules  the 

waves ! 
Britons  never  shall  be  slaves. 

The  nations,  not  so  blest  as  thee, 
Must  in  their  turn,  to  tyrants  fall, 

Whilst  thou  shalt  flourish  great  and  free, 
The  dread  and  envy  of  them  all : 
Rule  Britannia  !  &c. 

Still  more  majestic  shalt  thou  rise, 

More  dreadful  from  each  foreign  stroke  ; 

As  the  loud  blast  that  tears  the  skies 
Serves  but  to  root  thy  native  oak  : 
Rule  Britannia  !  &c. 

Thee  haughty  tyrants  ne'er  shall  tame  ; 
All  their  attempts  to  hurl  thee  down 
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Will  but  arouse  thy  generous  flame, 
And  work  their  woe,  but  thy  renown  ; 
Rule  Britannia  !  &c. 

To  thee  belongs  the  rural  reign  ; 

Thy  cities  shall  with  commerce  shine  : 
All  thine  shall  be  the  subject  main, 

And  every  shore  encircle  thine  : 
Rule  Britannia !  &c. 

The  Muses,  still  with  Freedom  found, 

Shall  to  thy  happy  coast  repair  ; 
Blest  isle  !  with  matchless  beauty  crowned 
And  manly  hearts  to  guard  the  fair  : 
Rule  Britannia !  &c. 

JAMES  THOMSON. 


Say  Not  the  Struggle  Naught 
Availeth 

SAY  not,  the  struggle  naught  availeth, 
The  labour  and  the  wounds  are  vain, 

The  enemy  faints  not,  nor  faileth, 

And  as  things  have  been,  they  remain. 

If  hopes  were  dupes,  fears  may  be  liars  ; 

It  may  be,  in  yon  smoke  concealed, 
Your  comrades  chase  e'en  now  the  fliers 

And,  but  for  you,  possess  the  field. 
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For  while  the  tired  waves,  vainly  breaking, 
Seem  here  no  painful  inch  to  gain, 

Far  back,  through  creeks  and  inlets  making, 
Comes  silent,  flooding  in,  the  main. 

And  not  by  eastern  windows  only, 

When  daylight  comes,  comes  in  the  light ; 

In  front,  the  sun  climbs  slow,  how  slowly, 
But  westward,  look  !   the  land  is  bright. 
ARTHUR  HUGH  CLOUGH. 


England  in  1859 

FREEDOM  wears 

Our  English  Rose  for  her  peculiar  crest, 
Whoso  dares  touch  it  bleeds  upon  the  thorn. 
It  may  be  that  the  time  will  come  again 
For  one  more  desperate  struggle  to  the  death  : 
The  devil's  eye  upon  our  England  looks 

With  snaky  sparkle  still 

Great  starry  thought  grow  luminous  in  the  dark  ! 

The  bird  of  Hope  goes  singing  overhead  ! 

We  cannot  fear  for  England  ;  we  can  die 

To  do  her  bidding,  but  we  cannot  fear  ; 

We  who  have  heard  her  thunder-roll  of  deeds 

Reverberating  through  the  centuries  ; 

By  battle  fire-light  had  the  stories  told, 

We  who  have  seen  how  proudly  she  prepares 

140 


PRO  P ATRIA    ET  REGE 


For  sacrifice,  how  radiantly  her  face 

Flasht  when  the  bugle  blew  its  bloody  sounds, 

And  bloodier  weather  fluttered  the  old  flag  ; 

We  who  have  seen  her  with  the  red  heaps  round  ! 

We  who  have  known  the  mightiest  power  dashed 

back 

Broken  from  her  impregnable  sea-walls  ; 
We  who  have  learned  how  in  the  darkest  hour 
The  greatest  light  breaks  out,  and  in  the  time 
Of  trial  she  reveals  her  noblest  strength  ; 
We  cannot  fear  for  England  ;  cannot  fear, 
We  who  have  felt  her  big  heart  beat  in  ours. 

There's  sap  in  the  old  oak  !     She  lives  to  sow 
The  future  forests  with  her  acorns  still. 
Hail  to  thee,  Mother  of  Nations  !   mighty  yet 
To  strive,  and  suffer,  and  give  overthrow  ! 
For  all  the  powers  of  nature  fight  for  thee. 
Spirits  that  sleep  in  glory  shall  awake, 
Come  down  and  drive  thy  car  of  victory 

Over  thine  enemies'  necks. 

GERALD  MASSEY. 


Battle  Hymn  of  the  Republic 

MINE  eyes  have  seen  the  glory  of  the  coming  of  the 

Lord: 
He  is  trampling  out  the  vintage  where  the  grapes 

of  wrath  are  stored  ; 
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He  hath  loosed  the  fateful  lightning  of  his  terrible 

swift  sword  : 

His  truth  is  marching  on. 
I  have  seen  Him  in  the  watch-fires  of  a  hundred 

circling  camps  ; 
They  have  builded  Him  an  altar  in  the  evening 

dews  and  damps  ; 
I  can  see  his  righteous  sentence  by  the  dim  and 

flaring  lamps, 
His  day  is  marching  on. 
I  have  read  a  fiery  gospel,  writ  in  burnished  rows 

of  steel : 
'  As  ye  deal  with  my  contemners,  so  with  you  my 

grace  shall  deal ; 
Let  the  hero,  born  of    woman,  crush  the  serpent 

with  his  heel, 

Since  God  is  marching  on.' 
He  has  sounded  forth  the  trumpet  that  shall  never 

call  retreat ; 
He  is  sifting  out  the  hearts  of  men  before  his 

judgment  seat ; 
Oh  !  be  swift,  my  soul,  to  answer  Him  !  be  jubilant, 

my  feet ! 

Our  God  is  marching  on. 
In  the  beauty  of  the  lilies  Christ  was  born  across 

the  sea, 
With  a  glory  in  his  bosom  that  transfigures  you 

and  me  : 
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As  he  died  to  make  men  holy,  let  us  die  to  make 

men  free, 
While  God  is  marching  on. 

JULIA  WARD  HOWE. 


The  Last  Three  from  Trafalgar 

IN  GRAPPLED  ships  around  The  Victory, 

Three  boys  did  England's  duty  with  stout  cheer, 

While  one  dread  truth  was  kept  from  every  ear, 

More  dire  than  deafening  fire  that  churned  the  sea  : 

For  in  the  flag-ship's  weltering  cockpit,  he 

Who  was  the  Battle's  Heart  without  a  peer, 

He  who  had  seen  all  fearful  sights  save  fear, 

Was  passing  from  all  life  save  Victory. 
And  round  the  old  memorial  board  to-day, 
Three  greybeards — each  a  warworn  British  Tar — 
View  through  the  mist  of  years  that  hour  afar  : 
Who  soon  shall  greet,  'mid  memories  of  fierce  fray, 
The  impassioned  soul  which  on  its  radiant  way 
Soared  through  the  fiery  cloud  of  Trafalgar. 

DANTE  GABRIEL  ROSSETTI. 

England  Before  the  Storm 

THE  day  that  is  the  night  of  days, 
With  cannon-fire  for  sun  ablaze. 
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We  spy  from  any  billow's  lift ; 
And  England  still  this  tidal  drift ! 
Would  she  to  sainted  forethought  vow 
A  space  before  the  thunders  flood, 
That  martyr  of  its  hour  might  now 
Spare  her  the  tears  of  blood. 

Asleep  upon  her  ancient  deeds, 
She  hugs  the  vision  plethora  breeds, 
And  counts  her  manifold  increase 
Of  treasure  in  the  fruits  of  peace. 
What  curse  on  earth's  improvident, 
When  the  dread  trumpet  shatters  rest 
Is  wreaked,  she  knows,  yet  smiles  content 
As  cradle  rocked  from  breast. 

She,  impious  to  the  Lord  of  Hosts, 
The  valour  of  her  offspring  boasts, 
Mindless  that  now  on  land  and  main 
His  heeded  prayer  is  active  brain. 
No  more  great  heart  may  guard  the  home. 
Save  eyed  and  armed  and  skilled  to  cleave 
Yon  swallower  wave  with  shroud  of  foam, 
We  see  not  distant  heave. 

They  stand  to  be  her  sacrifice, 
The  sons  this  mother  flings  like  dice, 
To  face  the  odds  and  brave  the  Fates  ; 
As  in  those  days  of  starry  dates, 
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When  cannon  cannon's  counterblast 
Awakened,  muzzle  muzzle  bowled, 
And  high  in  swathe  of  smoke  the  mast 
Its  fighting  rag  outrolled. 

GEORGE  MEREDITH. 


The  Royal  Engineers 

LET  us  praise  the  dragoon  and  the  lancer,  who 

charge  on  the  foe  with  ?.  yell ; 
Let  us  honour  the  gunner's  grim  courage  in  the 

battle  of  shell  against  shell ; 
Let  us  cheer  for  airman  intrepid,  as  he  scouts  in 

his  soaring  machine, 
And   the   infantry   private,   heroic  with   rifle  and 

bayonet  keen. 

Aye,  brave  are  they  all,  but  another  there  is  whom 

we  must  not  forget, 
Whose  spirit  is  ever  the  higher,  the  harder  the  task 

he  is  set ; 
Whose  courage  is  ever  the  cooler,  the  hotter  the 

fire  he  must  face, 
Among  the  brave  men  of  the  Army,  give  the  Sapper 

his  merited  place. 

He  must  toil  where  the  shrapnel  is  bursting,  and 
the  swathes  of  its  victims  increase, 
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And  soundly  and  well  must  he  labour,  as  though  he 

were  here  and  at  peace. 
Aye,  speedy  and  sure  must  his  work  be,  lest  the 

chance  of  a  triumph  be  lost, 
Or   pursuit    of    outnumbering    thousands    be    not 

baffled,  whatever  the  cost. 

He  must  fetter  the  swollen  river  when  his  comrades 

march  out  to  attack, 
Under  stress  of  a  tempest  of  bullets,  with  never  a 

chance  to  hit  back  ; 
Or  a  bridge  may  bring  direst  disaster,  if  left  in  the 

rear  of  retreat, 
And  the  fuse  of  the  charge  must  be  lighted,  though 

death  be  the  price  of  the  feat. 

Then   praise  we   all   arms   of   the   Service.     Who 

knows  which  is  bravest  or  best  ? 
They   are  equals   in   courage   and   honour ;     each 

shares  its  renown  with  the  rest. 
But  as  much  as  the  man  with  the  sabre,  no  less 

than  the  man  by  the  gun, 
The   Engineer   merits   our  praises   for   duty  right 

gallantly  done. 

ROBERT  HENRY  FORSTER. 
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To  H.M.S.  Arethusa 

VESSEL  with  the  dainty  name, 
Arethusa,  Britain's  pride, 

Winner  of  immortal  fame 

Almost  ere  your  paint  had  dried, 

Rather  should  your  name  have  been 

Hippolyta,  the  Warrior  Queen. 

Arethusa  fled  away 

(If  the  ancient  tale  be  true), 
From  Peneius  grim  and  gray. 

That  was  not  the  course  for  you. 
Doubtless  you  are  swift  as  she, 
But  not  to  shun  your  enemy. 

No,  you  came  superbly  on, 
Seeking,  not  avoiding  fight ; 

Like  an  armoured  Amazon. 
In  the  Battle  of  the  Bight. 

Pluck  was  all  and  peril  nought 

Where  the  maiden  cruiser  fought. 

Ever  hi  the  foremost  rank, 
'Mid  the  thickest  of  the  fray, 

As  opponents  fled  or  sank, 

You  looked  round  for  other  prey 

Still  on  victory  intent, 

Still  disdaining  punishment. 
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Heiress  of  an  honoured  name, 

Borne  by  many  a  ship  of  yore, 
Nobly  you  uphold  the  fame 

By  your  namesakes  won  in  war. 
Now  this  glorious  battle-test 
Ranks  you  with  the  worthiest. 

ROBERT  HENRY  FORSTER. 


The  Reveille 

HARK  !  I  hear  the  tramp  of  thousands 

And  of  armed  men  the  hum  ; 
Lo  !  a  nation's  hosts  have  gathered 
Round  the  quick  alarming  drum, 
Saying  '  Come, 
Freemen,  come ! 

Ere  your  heritage  be  wasted/    said  the  quick 
alarming  drum. 

Let  me  of  my  heart  take  counsel  : 

War  is  not  of  life  the  sum  ; 
Who  shall  stay,  and  reap  the  harvest, 
When  the  autumn  days  shall  come  ? 
But  the  drum 
Echoed,  '  Come  ! 

Death  shall  reap  the  braver  harvest/  said  the 
solemn-sounding  drum. 
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But  when  won  the  coming  battle, 

What  if  profit  springs  therefrom  ? 
What  if  conquest,  subjugation, 
Even  greater  ills  become  ? 
But  the  drum 
Answered,  '  Come ! 

You  must  do  the  sum  to  prove  it,'  said  the 
Yankee-answering  drum. 

What  if,  'mid  the  battle's  thunder, 

Whistling  shot  and  bursting  bomb, 
When  my  brothers  fall  around  me, 

Should  my  heart  grow  cold  and  numb  ? 
But  the  drum 
Answered,  '  Come  ! 

Better  there  in  death  united,  than  in  life  a  re 
creant,  come  !  ' 

Thus  they  answered  hoping,  fearing 
Some  in  faith,  and  doubting  some, 
Till  a  trumpet-voice  proclaiming, 
Said,  '  My  chosen  people,  come  !  ' 
Then  the  drum, 
Lo  !  was  dumb, 

For  the  great  heart  of  the  Nation,  throbbing 
answered,  '  Lord,  we  come  !  ' 

BRET  HARTE. 
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Never  or  Now 

LISTEN,  young  heroes  !    your  Country  is  calling  ! 
Time  strikes  the  hour  for  the  brave  and  the  true  ! 
Now,  while  the  foremost  are  fighting  and  falling 
Fill  up  the  ranks  that  have  opened  for  you  ! 

You  whom  the  fathers  made  free  and  defended, 
Stain  not  the  scroll  that  emblazons  their  fame  ! 
You  whose  fair  heritage  spotless  descended, 
Leave  not  your  children  a  birthright  of  shame  ! 

Stay    not    for    questions,   while    Freedom    stands 


gasping 


Wait  not  till  Honour  lies  wrapped  in  his  pall ! 
Brief  the  lips'  meeting  be,  swift  the  hands  clasping  ; 
'  Off  for  the  war  !  '  is  enough  for  them  all. 

From  the  hot  plains  where  they  perish  outnumbered, 
Furrowed  and  ridged  by  the  battle-field's  plough, 
Comes   the   loud   summons ;     too   long   you   have 

slumbered, 
Hear  the  last  angel-trump  '  Never  or  Now  !  ' 

OLIVER  WENDELL  HOLMES. 

The  Battle  of  the  Bight 

HAD  I  the  fabled  herb 

That  brought  to  life  the  dead, 
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Whom  would  I  dare  disturb 

In  his  eternal  bed  ? 
Great  Grenville  would  I  wake, 
And  with  glad  tidings  make 
The  soul  of  mighty  Drake 

Heave  up  a  glorying  head. 

As  rose  the  misty  sun, 

Our  men  the  North  Sea  scanned, 
And  each  rejoicing  gun 

Welcomed  a  Foe  at  hand, 
And  thundering  its  delight, 
Opened  its  mouth  outright, 
And  bit  them  in  the  Bight, 

The  Bight  of  Heligland. 

With  Captains  who  could  each 
Do  aught  but  yield  or  flee  ; 

With  guns  that  spake  the  speeck 
Shall  keep  this  Kingdom  free  ; 

We  hammered  to  their  doom 

Four  giants  and  the  gloom, 

And  one  to  a  fiercer  tomb 
Sent  blazing  down  the  sea. 

Sleep  on,  O  Drake,  sleep  well, 

In  days  not  wholly  dire  ! 
Grenville,  whom  nought  could  quell, 

Unquenched  is  still  thy  fire. 
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And  thou  that  hadst  no  peer, 
Nelson  !   thou  need'st  not  fear  : 
Thy  sons  and  heirs  are  here, 
Nor  shall  they  shame  their  sire. 

WILLIAM  WATSON. 


Sons  of  Britain 

SONS  of  her  who  keeps  her  faith  unbroken 
Her  who  gave  you  might  of  limb  and  nerve, 
Her  whose  service — be  it  devoutly  spoken — 
Perfect  freedom  is,  for  all  who  serve  : 

Her  who  gave  you  dower  of  iron  sinew, 

Her  who  made  you  strong  and  swift  and  brave — 

Give  her  all  the  manhood  that  is  in  you  : 

'Tis  the  royal  gift  her  own  hands  gave. 

England's  safety — England's  dearer  honour — 
Both  forbid  that  you  should  halt  and  wait 
Till  the  Enemy  be  indeed  upon  her, 
He  who  vaunts  and  flaunts  him  at  her  gate. 

Heed  not  overmuch  when  she  is  slandered  ; 
Yours  to  guard  her  from  a  bully's  blow  ; 
Yours  to  arm,  and  rally  to  her  standard  ; 
Yours  to  rise,  and  face  the  brutal  foe. 

Men  of  England — men  of  loyal  Ireland, 
Men  of  faithful  Scotland,  faithful  Wales, 
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Forth  and  fight,  for  motherland  and  sire-land, 
Fight  for  Right,  that  in  the  end  prevails  ! 

Then,  though  yonder  battlefields  be  gory, 
You  shall  make  them  great  and  splendid  too, 
And  with  laurel  of  eternal  glory 
She  we  love  shall  crown  your  deeds  and  you. 

WILLIAM  WATSON. 


The  Threatened  Towers 

WE  BUILT  them  not  of  lath  and  mud, 

We  based  them  not  on  sand. 
A  bulwark  'gainst  the  fitful  flood, 

To-day  their  ramparts  stand. 

Think  you  we  reared  them  long  ago 

For  others  to  decree 
Their  far-resounding  overthrow 

In  the  unknown  sea  ? 

We  shall  not  pull  the  fabric  down 

By  rude  command  of  those 
Who  hold  as  nought  this  realm's  renown, 

And  vaunt  themselves  our  foes. 

Nay,  if  we  did  in  truth  desire 
That  what  we  built  should  fall, 

Were  theirs  the  voice  to  bid  us  fire 
The  roof,  and  mine  the  wall  ? 
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Let  the  wild  wave,  that  would  submerge 

All  ancient  things  and  great, 
With  hoarse  and  ineffectual  surge 

Break  on  the  towers  of  State. 

The  ages,  pondering  at  their  toil, 

Welded  this  stone  and  lime, 
And  no  rash  hands  of  haste  shall  foil 

The  slow,  wise  thoughts  of  Time. 

WILLIAM  WATSON. 


The  Repulse 

SUDDEN  and  swift  they  came, 

Sudden  as  eagles  gathering  out  of  space, 

And  towns  went  up  in  flame, 

And  agony  and  horror  changed  the  face 

Of  Belgium.     Irresistible  their  thousands  spread 

Terror  and  blood  and  agony,  and  fed 

Passions  so  horrible  that  the  sense  grows  sick 

Imagining  them.     Faces  of  women  dead 

And  children  mutilated  piteously 

And  all  the  hosts  of  outraged  dead  and  quick 

Witness  against  them  unappeasably. 

Victims,  your  agonies  are  not  in  vain, 

Not  fruitless  utterly. 

For  in  our  shuddering  hearts  so  fierce  a  fire 
Is  kindled  by  the  story  of  your  pain 
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That  till  this  scourge  is  slain 
No  rest  or  happiness  will  we  desire 

Nor  sheath  the  sword  again. 

Southward  the  terror  spread,  incredible. 

Resistless  as  the  flood.     Our  armies  fell 

Back,  and  the  homeless  populations  fled 

Southward,  and  earth  was  red 

With  slaughtered  hundreds,  till  their  armies  ranged 

Close  upon  Paris. 

Then  they  learnt  the  cost, 

For  suddenly  they  were  changed  ; 
And,  as  a  wrestler  feels  his  force  give  way 

And  all  his  bravery  sway, 
They  quavered,  bent,  beneath  our  steady  strength, 

Till  all  their  far-flung  length 
Buckled  like  conquered  steel,  and  they  were  lost. 

Long  flames  blown  back  upon  a  sudden  wind, 

Dead  leaves  in  thousands  thinned 
By    autumn    gales,    and    threatening    hosts    were 

driven 
Driven  suddenly  back,  surrendering 

The  goal  for  which  they  had  striven. 
Backwards  out  of  the  towns  which  they  had  carried. 
Backwards  across  the  rivers  and  the  plain, 
Suddenly  changed  from  slayers  into  slain, 
Victors  to  victims,  harriers  into  harried. 
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Let  us  be  glad  again 
And  thankfully  this  joyful  omen  read, 
For  this  new  tide  of  triumph  is  the  meed 
Of  fortitude  and  patience  and  much  pain. 
We,  keeping  faith,  can  never  fight  in  vain, 

For  faith  is  life  indeed  : 

Therefore  through  all  the  horrors  which  ensue 
We'll  know  the  rapture  of  the  forward  view  ; 
For  freedom  sings  within  our  hearts,  and  hope 
Warms  us  like  wine  ;   and  we,  who  march  to  wage 
War  against  warfare,  take  on  strength  to  cope 
With  this  huge  birth  of  tyranny  and  rage. 
And,  still  believing  that  the  right  is  might, 
We  shall  go  forward  singing  through  the  fight 
And  build  a  peace  to  crown  the  coming  age. 

MARTIN  ARMSTRONG. 


Song  of  the  Soldiers 

WHAT  of  the  faith  and  fire  within  us 

Men  who  march  away, 

Ere  the  barn-cocks  say 

Night  is  growing  gray, 
To  hazards  whence  no  tears  can  win  us 
What  of  the  faith  and  fire  within  us 

Men  who  march  away  ? 
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Is  it  a  purblind  prank,  O  think  you, 
Friend  with  the  musing  eye 
Who  watch  us  stepping  by, 
With  doubt  and  dolorous  sigh  ? 

Can  much  pondering  so  hoodwink  you  ? 

Is  it  a  purblind  prank,  O  think  you, 
Friend  with  the  musing  eye  ? 

Nay.     We  see  well  what  we  are  doing, 

Though  some  may  not  see — 

Dalliers  as  they  be  ! — 

England's  need  are  we  ; 
Her  distress  would  leave  us  rueing  : 
Nay.     We  see  well  what  we  are  doing 

Though  some  may  not  see  ! 

In  our  heart  of  hearts  believing 
Victory  crowns  the  just, 
And  that  braggarts  must 
Surely  bite  the  dust, 
Press  we  to  the  field  ungrieving, 
In  our  heart  of  hearts  believing 
Victory  crowns  the  just. 

Hence  the  faith  and  fire  within  us 
Men  who  march  away, 
Ere  the  barn-cocks  say 
Night  is  growing  gray, 
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To  hazards  when  no  tears  can  win  us  ; 
Hence  the  faith  and  fire  within  us 
Men  who  march  away. 

THOMAS  HARDY. 


General  Leman 
The  Defender  of  Liege,  August,  1914 

WHEN  guns  are  hushed  and  wounds  shall  cease  to 

bleed, 

And  dauntless  Belgians  build  their  homes  again, 
One  name  shall  make  us  all  forget  our  pain 
For  praise  of  your  imperishable  deed  ; 
Your  hand  it  was  at  Europe's  utmost  need 

Held  back  the  flood  of  death  and  bade  France 

gain 

Those  precious  moments  while  your  fortress  rain 
Fell  as  you  sowed  by  Meuse  death's  murderous  seed. 
Limbs  crushed,  from  fort  to  fort  you  sped  each  day 
Hurling  defiance  till  the  ponderous  shell 

Crashed,  and  the  conqueror  'neath  the  ruins 

found 

You  and  your  men  in  swoon  upon  the  ground, 
You  woke  and  they  who  listened  heard  you  say, 
"  Say  that  unconscious  with  the  fort  I  fell." 

HARDWICKE  DRUMMOND  RAWNSLEY. 
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To  the  Gallant  Gunners  of  Liege 

COOPED  in  their  iron  cupolas  that  flare 
Fierce  wrath  upon  th'  unhesitating  foe, 
One  thing  alone  the  Belgian  gunners  know 

Duty,  for  one  thing  only  greatly  care, 

From  homes  defenceless  else  and  in  despair 
To  ward  th'  invaders'  devastating  woe, 
To  hurl  defiance,  fiery  blow  on  blow 

At  those  who  recked  not  how  for  right  men  dare. 

And  still  from  out  their  towers  of  Death  and  Hell 
Deafened  for  life,  their  duty's  call  they  hear, 
Sons  of  the  bravest  tribe  who  fought  with  Rome, 

Still  do  they  speed  their  crashing  shot  and  shell, 
While  round  the  world  reverberates  a  cheer 
For  those  who  fight  for  honour  and  for  home. 

HARDWICKE  DRUMMOND  RAWNSLEY. 


Louvain,  August  25,  1914 

NOTHING  can  wipe  away  this  dastard  stain, 

And  unforgivable  as  unforgot. 

Kaiser,  on  your  dark  battle-field  this  blot 
A  darker  blot  for  ever  shall  remain  ; 
Religion,  books,  carved  stone,  and  storied  pane 

Pleaded  as  vainly  as  the  men  you  shot ; 

Wherefore  our  indignation  burns  red-hot 
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Above  the  fiery  ashes  of  Louvain. 

And  when  at  last,  ambition's  bubble  burst, 

Your  mighty  nation,  honoured  by  the  world 
For  all  its  work  of  philosophic  fame, 
For  all  it  did  in  learning's  sacred  name, 
Lies  prostrate,  every  lip  shall  then  be  curled 
To  hiss  a  second  Attila's  deed  accursed. 

HARDWICKE  DRUMMOND  RAWNSLEY. 


To  the  Heroes  of  Mons 

BRITAIN  !   fear  no  toll  of  death, 
They  who  gave  their  latest  breath 
Died  that  we  their  friends  might  live. 
Died  to  teach  us  how  to  give  ; 
Ne'er  forgotten  though  they  lie 
Underneath  an  alien  sky, 
Lo  !   their  spirits  from  the  grave 
Rise,  to  bid  us  all  be  brave, 
Rise  and  bid  us  one  and  all 
Strait  respond  to  duty's  call, 
Call  to  take  a  warrior's  place 
For  the  sake  of  home  and  race, 
Call  to  keep  our  Europe  free 
From  the  War  Lord's  tyranny, 
From  the  fierce  unbridled  course 
Of  the  lust  of  power  and  force, 
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Call  to  strive  that  right  not  might 
Be  the  issue  of  the  fight, 
With  the  flags  of  battle  furled 
For  the  peace  of  all  the  world. 

Peace  be  yours  ;   from  out  your  dust 
Blossoms  love  of  what  is  just, 
Indignation  deep  for  wrong, 
Help  for  weak  against  the  strong, 
Will  to  hold  the  plighted  word 
Dearer  than  the  might  of  sword. 
Strength  as  ye  have  given  to  give  ; 
Life,  that  brotherhood  may  live  ; 
Hope,  that  one  day  war  shall  end, 
And  all  men  with  man  be  friend. 
Heroes  though  at  rest  ye  lie 
Underneath  an  alien  sky, 
Grateful,  tender,  as  the  earth 
Of  the  land  that  gave  you  birth 
Is  the  covering  of  your  grave, 
You  who  died  your  land  to  save, 
You  who  proved  that  Britain  still 
Breeds  us  men  of  hero-will, 
Men  who  shed  their  blood  to  be 
Sacrifice  for  liberty. 

HARDWICKE  DRUMMOND  RAWNSLEY. 
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A  Message  from  Mons 

IT  WAS  not  all  for  glory,  not 

For  fame's  triumphant  blast, 
Not,  though  it  thrills  the  heart,  to  vie 

With  heroes  past ; 
It  was,  that  our  loved  Island  still, 

Still  scatheless  may  abide, 
For  this  we  crossed  the  parting  sea, 

We  fought  and  died. 

Hate  for  the  lurid  crimes  that  stain 

The  footprints  of  our  foe, 
May  nerve  the  sword-grip  as  it  deals 

The  avenging  blow. 
But  only  love  can  give  the  strength 

The  life-long  day  to  face 
The  serried  legions,  wave  on  wave 

Where  was  our  place. 

Swift  to  the  rescue  !   Sleepers,  wake  ! 

We  call  you  from  the  grave. 
O  !  seize  the  moment,  'ere  it  flies, 

Your  flag  to  wave. 
Is  there  a  laggard  ?   Can  there  be  ? 

For  all  you  dearly  prize, 
For  Britain,  and  for  Duty's  sake, 

Awake,  arise  ! 

ISAAC  GREGORY  SMITH, 
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The  Recruits 

As  WE  step  all  together,  we  sing  as  we  go, 

Of  the  joy  of  the  fight,  and  the  flight  of  the  foe. 

What  matter,  what  happens  to  you  or  to  me, 

If  Britain,  our  Britain,  for  ever  be  free, 

If  the  world,  the  whole  world,  is  not  kneeling  to  one 

Who  sits  on  a  perjured,  a  pitiless  throne  ? 

So,  stepping  together  we  sing  as  we  go, 

Of  the  joy  of  the  fight,  and  the  flight  of  the  foe. 

O  !  hearts  ever  youthful,  like  schoolboys  at  play, 
So  be  it  with  you  in  the  thick  of  the  fray  ; 
In  the  crash,  and  the  smoke,  and  the  roar  of  the  fight 
Be  it  yours,  if  it  need  be,  to  die  for  the  Right ! 
While  deep  in  your  heart  a  quick  prayer  shall  arise 
To  Him,  who  looks  down  on  the  earth  from  the  skies 
For  those  whom  you  love  in  a  faraway  home. 
O  !  shield  them,  our  Father,  whatever  may  come  ! 
ISAAC  GREGORY  SMITH. 


Close  your  Ranks 

YES  !    Draw  them  close  and  closer  still, 
The  silken  threads,  that  bind  in  one 
The  prince,  the  peasant,  rich  and  poor, 
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Hark  !   Hark  !   The  Armageddon  is  begun. 
O  Britons  all,  let  Duty  be 
The  watchword  and  the  panoply. 

The  last  to  draw  the  sword,  but  not 

The  first  to  sheathe  it ;  slow  we  rise 

To  arms.  'Tis  Duty's  stern  behest, 
A  peal  of  thunder  from  the  skies, 

Which  bids  us  to  defend  the  Right 

Against  the  tyranny  of  Might. 

Did  we  forget  in  the  days  gone  by, 

'  Not  each  for  each  but  all  for  all,' 

The  sacred  bond  of  Brotherhood, 

By  which  great  empires  rise  or  fall  ? 

Nay  !   But  that  evil  dream  is  past, 

That  strange  aloofness  healed  at  last. 

Dear  Isle,  dear  tiny  speck  in  space, 
Responsive  to  thy  drums  of  war, 

And  thrilled  by  loyalty  of  love, 

They  come,  thy  sons  from  shores  afar  ; 

Thy  Flag,  fair  floating  on  the  breeze 

Beckons  them  o'er  the  trackless  seas. 

So  far  and  near,  so  one  and  all, 

Though  each  one  differs  from  the  others, 
We  stand  together  as  of  old, 

For  round  the  Flag  we  all  are  brothers. 
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And  so  we  close  our  ranks  to  be 
The  phalanx,  which  is  victory. 

ISAAC  GREGORY  SMITH. 


War  Gods 

YES — Thor  and  Zeus  were  gods  of  war, 
Equipped  in  days  that  are  gone  by, 

With  hammer  for  the  flinty  rocks, 
With  thunderbolts  to  shake  the  sky. 

'Twas  in  the  long  Cimmerian  night. 
When  Self  was  Law  and  Force  was  Right. 

But  what  has  Thor  or  Zeus  to  do 

With  those  who  guard  our  shores  to-day  ? 

Not  at  Thor's  bidding  went  they  forth, 
No  votaries  of  Zeus  are  they. 

They  fight,  it  is  a  nobler  cause, 

For  Freedom  and  her  outraged  laws. 

The  Spoiler  tramples  in  the  mire 

His  plighted  word.     His  ruthless  path 

Is  strewn  with  wrecked  and  ruined  homes. 
His  holocaust  of  brutal  wrath, 

And  fairest  things  are  fouled,  that  he 
Lord  of  a  crouching  world  may  be. 

Who  says,  "  The  Christ  forbids  to  fight  ?  " 
"  I  bring,"  he  said,  "  a  sword,  not  peace.' 
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The  sword  must  cleave  a  way  for  Love 

To  enter.     War  can  never  cease, 
While  dark  ambitions  rage  and  swell, 

And  make  this  winsome  earth  a  Hell. 

ISAAC  GREGORY  SMITH. 


A  New  War  Hymn 

O  GOD,  the  strength  of  those  who  war, 

The  hope  of  those  who  wait, 
Be  with  our  sons  gone  forth  to  fight, 

And  those  who  keep  the  gate. 

We  draw  the  sword  to  keep  our  troth 

Free  from  dishonour's  stain, 
Make  strong  our  hands  to  shield  the  weak 

Their  righteous  cause  maintain. 

Give  to  our  hosts  in  battle's  hour 
Firm  hearts  and  courage  high, 

Thy  comfort  give  to  those  who^fall 
Thy  peace  to  those  who  die. 

Breathe  on  our  land  the  spirit  calm 

Which  faith  in  right  bestows, 
And  in  the  hours  of  dark  suspense 

A  faith  which  stronger  grows. 

In  Thee  alone  we  place  our  hope, 
Thou  keeper  of  the  just. 
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And  Thou,  through  fight  and  fire  and  fears 
Will  justify  our  trust. 

Thy  ways  are  wonderful,  O  God, 

Who  makest  wars  to  cease, 
O  let  this  be  the  final  war 

That  ushers  in  thy  peace.     Amen. 

BISHOP  BOYD  CARPENTER 


The  Union  Jack 
Lines  on  giving  my  Grandson  the  Flag 

DEAR  grandson,  take  this  flag  from  me, 

And  let  it  tell  to  you 
Its  glorious  tale  of  ancient  days, 

Of  noble  deeds  and  true  ; 
And  follow  it,  where'er  it  floats, 

Right  onward,  never  back  ; 
For  you're  a  little  British  boy 

And  here's  your  Union  Jack. 

Now  first  its  triple  colours  mark, 

High  meaning  in  each  hue  : 
Red — flame  of  love  ;  white — blameless  life  ; 

Beneath  Hope's  heavenly  blue  : 
Then  bear  these  colours  joyously, 

Though  threatening  clouds  be  black  ; 
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For  you're  a  little  British  boy 
And  here's  your  Union  Jack. 

Unfold  its  story  from  the  past, 

For  written  here  you  see 
How  time  has  woven  triple  strands 

Of  saints  and  races  three  ! 
Then  pray  their  mingled  spirits  glow 

In  love  which  grows  not  slack  : 
For  you're  a  little  British  boy 

And  here's  your  Union  Jack. 

Be  bold  as  good  St.  George,  who  braved 

The  dragon's  fiery  breath 
To  save  the  weak  from  shame  and  wrong, 

Heedless  of  pain  and  death. 
Wage  holy  war  for  all  oppressed  ; 

All  evil  things  attack  : 
St .  George's  Cross  is  on.  your  flag, 

Red  in  the  Union  Jack. 

Dare  face  the  salt  adventurous  sea 

For  country  and  the  Cross, 
Which  once  of  yore  St.  Andrew  bore 

To  find  a  gain  in  loss. 
So  single-hearted  steer  your  way 

Along  the  ancient  track  : 
St.  Andrew's  Cross  is  on  your  flag, 

White  in  the  Union  Jack. 
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Stand  fast  for  truth  and  scorn  a  lie, 

Hate  frauds  that  snake-like  creep  ; 
Like  Holy  Patrick  drive  them  forth 

As  serpents  to  the  deep. 
King  Christ  shall  stand  at  your  right  hand, 

Before  you,  at  your  back  ; 
St.  Patrick's  Cross  is  on  your  flag, 

Red  in  the  Union  Jack. 

Now  take  your  flag  and  wave  it  high, 

The  triple  flag  made  one  : 
Bear  it  in  fight  right  royally, 

Till  the  last  field  be  won, 
Till  truth  and  love  and  liberty 

No  race  on  earth  shall  lack  : 
Then  shrine  it  high,  all  battle-rent, 

A  stainless  Union  Jack. 

BISHOP  BOYD  CARPENTER. 


A  Pathetic  Incident 

GENTLY  and  brave  amid  the  ranks  he  rode, 

And  felt  the  steed  beneath  him  proud  and  true  ; 

Gentle  and  brave  the  steed  beneath  him  strode, 
And    felt    '  my    Master's    hand    will    guide    me 
through.' 

And  hour  on  hour,  through  dying  and  through  dead, 
And  lashed  by  rain  from  heaven,  and  hail  from 

hell, 
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From  morn  to  eve  unscathed  alike  they  sped, 
But  at  the  close  of  day  the  charger  fell. 

He  saw  the  shattered  limb,  the  heaving  breast, 
And  eyes  entreating  aid  he  could  not  lend, 

With  kiss  on  kiss  the  velvet  nozzle  pressed, 
And  longed,  yet  loathed,  its  agony  to  end. 

And  heedless  for  a  while  how  trumpet  blared, 
Or  round  him  roared  and  flashed  the  fiery  zone, 

He,  who  all  day  the  battle's  worst  had  dared 
Now  dared  not  face  the  bivouac  alone. 

Then  in  one  sob  the  parting  word  he  spoke, 

The  loaded  death  with  hand  reluctant  drew  ; 
O  dear  dumb  friends  !   O  patient  of  our  yoke  ! 
There's  many  a  heart,  ye  know  not,  aches  for 
you. 

JAMES  RHODES. 


India  to  England 

O  England  !   in  thine  hour  of  need, 
When  Faith's  reward  and  Valour's  meed 

Is  death  or  glory  ; 

When  fate  indites,  with  biting  brand, 
Clasped  in  each  warrior's  stiffening  hand, 

A  Nation's  story  ; 
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Though  weak  our  hands,  which  fain  would  clasp 
The  warrior's  sword  with  warrior's  grasp. 

On  Victory's  field  ; 
Yet  turn,  O  mighty  Mother  !   turn 
Unto  the  million  hearts  that  burn 

To  be  thy  shield  ! 

Thine  equal  justice,  mercy,  grace, 
Have  made  a  distant  alien  race 

A  part  of  thee  ! 

"Twas  thine  to  bid  their  souls  rejoice, 
When  first  they  heard  the  living  voice 

Of  Liberty  ! 

Unmindful  of  their  ancient  name, 
And  lost  to  Honour,  Glory,  Fame, 

And  sunk  in  strife 

Thou  found'st  them,  whom  thy  touch  hath  made 
Men,  and  to  whom  thy  breath  conveyed 

A  nobler  life  ! 

They,  whom  thy  love  hath  guarded  long, 
They,  whom  thy  care  hath  rendered  strong 

In  love  and  faith, 

Their  heart-strings  round  thy  heart  entwine  ; 
They  are,  they  ever  will  be  thine, 

In  life,  in  death  ! 

NIZAMUT  JUNG. 
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To  Arms 

Now  let  the  cry,  '  To  Arms  !   To  Arms  !  ' 

Go  ringing  round  the  world  ; 
And  swift  a  wave-wide  Empire  swarms 

Round  Battle-flag  unfurled. 
Wherever  glitters  Britain's  might, 

Or  Britain's  banner  flies, 
Leap  up  mailed  myriads  with  the  light 

Of  manhood  in  their  eyes  ; 
Calling  from  farmstead,  mart,  and  strand, 

'  We  come  !   And  we  !   And  we  ! 
That  British  steel  may  hold  the  land, 

And  British  keels  the  sea  !  ' 

From  English  hamlet,  Irish  hill, 

Welsh  hearth,  and  Scottish  byres, 
They  throng  to  show  that  they  are  still 

Sons  worthy  of  their  sires  : 
That  what  these  did,  we  still  can  do, 

That  what  they  were,  we  are, 
Whose  fathers  fought  at  Waterloo, 

And  died  at  Trafalgar  ! 
Shoulder  to  shoulder  see  them  stand, 

Wherever  menace  be, 
To  guard  the  lordship  of  the  land 

And  the  Trident  of  the  sea. 
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Nor  in  the  parent  isle  alone 

Spring  squadrons  from  the  ground  ; 
Canadian  shore  and  Austral  zone 

With  kindred  cry  resound  : 
'  From  shimmering  plain  and  snow-fed  stream, 

Across  the  deep  we  come, 
Seeing  the  British  bayonets  gleam, 

Hearing  the  British  drum. 
Foot  in  the  stirrup,  hilt  in  hand, 

Free  men,  to  keep  men  free, 
All,  all  will  help  to  hold  the  land 

While  England  guards  the  sea  !  ' 


Comrades  in  arms,  from  every  shore 

Where  thundereth  the  main, 
On  to  the  front  they  press  and  pour 

To  face  the  rifles'  rain  ; 
To  force  the  foe  from  covert  crag, 

And  chase  them  till  they  fall, 
Then  plant  for  ever  England's  Flag 

Upon  the  rebel  wall ! 
What !  wrench  the  sceptre  from  her  hand, 

And  bid  her  bow  the  knee  ! 
Not  while  her  Yeomen  guard  the  land, 

And  her  ironclads  the  sea  ! 

ALFRED  AUSTIN. 
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Rank  and  File 

O  UNDISTINGUISHED  Dead  ! 
Whom  the  bent  covers,  or  the  rock-strewn  steep 
Shows  to  the  stars,  for  you  I  mourn,  I  weep, 

O  undistinguished  Dead  ! 

None  knows  your  name. 

Blackened  and  blurred  in  the  wild  battle's  brunt, 
Hotly  you  fell  ....  with  all  your  wounds  in  front : 

This  is  your  fame  ! 

AUSTIN  DOBSON. 


The  Alps,  September,  1914 

IN  THIS  grim  year,  when  guide  nor  traveller  seeks, 
On  stairs  of  ice  and  rock,  the  Alpine  peaks, 
In  thunder-language  of  the  sliding  snows 
How  calls  the  White  Hill  to  the  Hill  of  Rose  ? 
'  Is  man  no  more  ?     His  transient  period  past  ? 
Is  our  cBonian  peace  renewed  at  last  ? 
For  to  those  heights  austere  could  never  win 
One  far  faint  cry  from  Armageddon's  din. 

BISHOP  H.  DUNELM. 
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Thou  Careless,  Awake 

THOU  careless,  awake  ! 

Thou  peacemaker,  fight ! 
Stand,  England,  for  honour, 

And  God  guard  the  Right  ! 

Thy  mirth  lay  aside, 
Thy  cavil  and  play  : 

The  foe  is  upon  thee, 
And  grave  is  the  day. 

The  monarch  Ambition 
Hath  harnessed  his  slaves  ; 

But  the  folk  of  the  Ocean 
Are  free  as  the  waves. 

For  Peace  thou  are  armed 
Thy  Freedom  to  hold  : 

Thy  Courage  as  Iron, 
Thy  Good-faith  as  gold. 

Through  Fire,  Air,  and  Water 

Thy  trial  must  be  : 
But  they  that  love  life  best 

Die  gladly  for  thee. 

The  love  of  their  mothers 
Is  strong  to  command  ; 

The  fame  of  their  fathers 
Is  might  to  their  hand. 
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Much  suffering  shall  cleanse  thee, 
But  thou  through  the  flood 

Shalt  win  to  salvation, 
To  beauty  through  blood. 

Up,  careless,  awake  ! 

Ye  peacemakers,  fight ! 
STAND  ENGLAND  FOR  HONOUR  : 

AND  GOD  GUARD  THE  RIGHT. 

ROBERT  BRIDGES. 


Pro  Patria 

ENGLAND,  in  this  great  fight  to  which  you  go 

Because,  where  Honour  calls  you,  go  you  must, 
Be  glad,  whatever  comes,  at  least  to  know 
You  have  your  quarrel  just. 

Peace  was  your  care  ;   before  the  nation's  bar 

Her  cause  you  pleaded  and  her  ends  you  sought ; 
But  not  for  her  sake,  being  what  you  are, 
Could  you  be  bribed  and  bought. 

Others  may  spurn  the  pledge  of  land  to  land, 

May  with  the  brute  sword  stain  a  gallant  past  ; 
But  by  the  seal  to  which  you  set  your  hand, 
Thank  God,  you  still  stand  fast  ! 

Forth,  then,  to  front  that  peril  of  the  deep 
With  smiling  lips  and  in  your  eyes  the  light, 
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Steadfast  and  confident,  of  those  who  keep 
Their  storied  scutcheon  bright. 

And  we,  whose  burden  is  to  watch  and  wait 

High  hearted  ever,  strong  in  faith  and  prayer, 
We  ask  what  offering  we  may  consecrate, 
What  humble  service  share. 

To  steel  our  souls  against  the  lust  of  ease  ; 
To  find  our  welfare  in  the  general  good  ; 
To  hold  together,  merging  all  degrees 
In  one  wide  brotherhood  ; 

To  teach  that  he  who  saves  himself  is  lost  ; 

To  bear  in  silence  though  our  hearts  may  bleed 
To  spend  ourselves,  and  never  count  the  cost, 
For  other's  greater  need  ; 

To  go  our  quiet  ways,  subdued  and  sane  ; 

To  hush  all  vulgar  clamour  of  the  street ; 
With  level  calm  to  face  alike  the  strain 
Of  triumph  or  defeat  ; 

This  be  our  part,  for  so  we  serve  you  best, 

So  best  confirm  their  prowess  and  their  pride 
You  warrior  sons,  to  whom  in  this  high  test 
Our  fortunes  we  confide. 

SIR  OWEN  SEAMAN. 
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To  the  Enemy,  on  his 
Achievement 

Now  wanes  the  third  moon  since  your  conquering 

host 

Was  to  have  laid  our  weakling  army  low, 
And  walked  through  France  at  will.     For  that  loud 

boast 
What  have  you  got  to  show  ? 

A  bomb  that  chipped  a  tower  of  Notre  Dame, 

Leaving  its  mark  like  trippers'  knives  that  scar 
The  haunts  of  beauty,  that's  the  best  reclame 
You  have  achieved  so  far. 

Paris,  that  through  her  humbled  Triumph- Arch 
Was   doomed   to   see   you    tread   your   fathers' 

tracks, 

Paris,  your  goal,  now  lies  a  six  days'  march 
Behind  your  homing  backs. 

Pressed  to  the  borders  where  you  lately  passed 

Bulging  with  insolence  and  fat  with  pride, 
You  stake  your  all  upon  a  desperate  cast 
To  stem  the  gathering  tide. 

Eastward  the  Russian  draws  you  to  his  fold, 

Content,  on  his  own  ground,  to  bide  his  day, 
Out  of  his  toils  not  many  feet  of  old 
Found  the  returning  way. 
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And  still  along  the  seas  our  watchers  keep 

Their  grip  upon  your  throat  with  bands  of  steel, 
While  that  Armada  which  should  rake  the  deep, 
Skulks  in  its  hole  at  Kiel. 

So  stands  your  record — stay,  I  cry  you  grace — 
I  wronged  you.     There  is  Belgium,  where  your 

sword 

Has  bled  to  death  a  free  and  gallant  race 
Whose  life  you  held  in  ward. 

Where  on  your  trail  the  smoking  land  lies  bare 
Of  hearth  and  homestead,   and  the   dead  babe 

clings 

About  its  murdered  mother's  breast ;  ah,  there, 
Yes,  you  have  done  great  things  ! 

SIR  OWEN  SEAMAN. 

Probation 
(To  a  King's  Recruit) 

Now  is  your  time  of  trial,  now 

When  into  dusk  the  glamour  pales 
And  the  first  glow  of  passion  fails, 
That  lit  your  eyes  and  flushed  your  brow 
In  that  great  moment  when  you  made  your  vow. 

The  Vision  fades  ;   you  scarce  recall 
The  sudden  swelling  of  the  heart, 
The  swift  resolve  to  have  your  part 
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In  this  the  noblest  quest  of  all, 

By  which  our  word  is  given  to  stand  or  fall. 

Your  mother's  pride,  your  comrades'  praise, 
All  that  romance  that  seemed  so  fair 
Grows  dim,  and  you  are  left  to  bear 
The  prose  of  duty's  sombre  ways, 
And  labour  of  the  long  unlovely  days. 

Yet  here's  the  test  to  prove  you  kin 

With  those  to  whom  we  trust  our  fate, 
Sober  and  steadfast,  clean  and  straight, 
In  that  stern  school  of  discipline 
Hardened  to  war  against  the  foe  within. 

For  only  so,  in  England's  sight, 

By  that  ordeal's  searching  flame 
Found  worthy  of  your  fathers'  fame, 
With  all  your  spirit's  armour  bright 
Can  you  go  forth  in  her  dear  cause  to  fight. 

SIR  OWEN  SEAMAN 


Lord  Roberts 

HE  DIED,  as  soldiers  die,  amid  the  strife, 

Mindful  of  England  in  his  latest  prayer  ; 
God,  of  His  love,  would  have  so  fair  a  life 
Crowned  with  a  death  as  fair. 
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He  might  not  lead  the  battle  as  of  old, 

But,  as  of  old,  among  his  own  he  went, 
Breathing  a  faith  that  never  once  grew  cold, 
A  courage  still  unspent. 

So  was  his  end  ;   and,  in  that  hour,  across 
The  face  of  War  a  wind  of  silence  blew, 
And  bitterest  foes  paid  tribute  to  the  loss 
Of  a  great  heart  and  true. 

But  we  who  loved  him,  what  have  we  to  lay 

For  sign  of  worship  on  his  warrior-bier  ? 
What  homage,  could  his  lips  but  speak  to-day, 
Would  he  have  held  most  dear  ? 

Not  grief,  as  for  a  life  untimely  reft ; 

Not  vain  regret  for  counsel  given  in  vain  ; 
Not  pride  of  that  high  record  he  has  left, 
Peerless  and  pure  of  stain  ; 

But  service  of  our  lives  to  keep  her  free, 

The  land  he  served  ;  a  pledge  above  his  grave 
To  give  her  even  such  a  gift  as  he, 
The  soul  of  loyalty,  gave. 

That  oath  we  plight,  as  now  the  trumpets  swell 
His   requiem,    and    the    men-at-arms    stand 

mute, 

And  through  the  mist  the  guns  he  loved  so  well 
Thunder  a  last  salute  ! 

SIR  OWEN  SEAMAN. 
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Ready  !   To  a  Man 

STILL  in  her  might  Britannia  stands, 

Calm  is  her  eye  and  proud  her  scan, 

War's  thunderbolts  are  in  her  hands, 
Her  sons  are  ready  to  a  man  ! 
To  meet  her  foes  by  land  or  sea, 
No  matter  who,  or  where,  they  be. 

Age  makes  her  ever  great  and  strong, 

No  power  can  thwart  her  Empire's  plan, 

Around  the  world  is  heard  this  song  : 
Her  sons  are  ready  to  a  man  ! 
To  fight  for  every  British  home 
To  foes  who  dare  'gainst  her  to  come. 

Not  yet  !   not  yet  !   are  we  decayed, 

Or  withered  'neath  vile  Faction's  ban, 

In  danger's  hour  we're  not  afraid  : 
Our  sons  are  ready  to  a  man  ! 
To  do  the  deeds  that  we  have  done, 
In  every  clime  beneath  the  sun. 

WILLIAM  ALLAN. 


A  New  Song  of  Empire 

A  THOUSAND  years  of  war, 
Behind  our  banners  throng  ; 

182 


PRO   P ATRIA    ET   REGE 


Empire  Britain  battled  for 

Against  heroic  wrong, 
Unconscious  of  her  fate,  exalts 

Our  new  imperial  song, 

And  still  we  make  our  ancient  boast 
At  home  or  by  the  battle's  hearth, 

'  We  vemture  furthest,  dare  the  most, 
The  chosen  valour  of  the  earth.' 

Our  doom  is  written  thus, 

So  may  our  souls  find  grace  ! 
Empire  is  the  gift  of  us, 

The  genius  of  the  race, 
An  Empire  winning  for  the  World 

A  nobler  power  and  place, 

Establishing  our  ancient  boast 

That  Freedom  lights  their  genial  hearth 

Who  venture  furthest,  dare  the  most, 
And  are  the  valour  of  the  earth. 

Who  fall  in  Britain's  wars, 

How  fortunate  are  they, 
Sepulchred  as  conquerors 

In  Britain's  memory  ! 
And  those  who  mourn,  how  sweet  their  tears 

How  proud  their  grief  shall  be, 
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When  of  their  glorious  dead  they  boast 
Who  shone  upon  the  battle's  hearth, 

Who  ventured  furthest,  dared  the  most, 
And  were  the  valour  of  the  earth  ! 

No  sacrifice  shall  tame, 

No  terror  daunt  our  will ; 
Destiny's  immortal  aim 

Our  conquering  arms  fulfil, 
Redeem  the  earth  for  man  and  make 

Our  boast  a  surety  still ; 

While  women  dry  their  tears,  and  run 
To  feed  the  battle's  glowing  hearth 

With  husband,  brother,  lover,  son, 
The  chosen  valour  of  the  earth. 

A  thousand  years  of  war 

In  front  of  Britain  throng  ; 
Empire  Britain  battled  for 

Against  heroic  wrong, 
The  sword  that  won  must  guard  and  beat 

The  measure  of  her  song. 

While  Britons  make  their  ancient  boast 
By  every  battle's  glowing  hearth, 

'  We  venture  furthest,  dare  the  most, 
The  chosen  valour  of  the  earth.' 

JOHN  DAVIDSON. 
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Life  and  Death 

THE  past  was  goodly  once,  and  yet,  when  all  is  said, 
The  best  of  it  we  know  is  that  it's  done  and  dead. 

Dwindled  and  faded  quite,  perished  beyond  recall, 
Nothing  is  left  at  last  of  what  one  time  was  all. 

Coming  back  like  a  ghost,  staring  and  lingering  on, 
Never  a  word  it  tells  but  proves  it  dead  and  gone. 

Duty  and  work  and  joy,    these  things  it  cannot 

give  ; 
And  the  present  is  life,  and  life  is  good  to  live. 

Let  it  lie  where  it  fell,  far  from  the  living  sun, 
The  past,  that  goodly  once,  is  gone  and  dead  and 
done. 

WILLIAM  ERNEST  HENLEY. 


O  God  of  Earth  and  Altar 

O  GOD  of  earth  and  altar, 

Bow  down  and  hear  our  cry, 
Our  earthly  rulers  falter, 

Our  people  drift  and  die  ; 
The  walls  of  gold  entomb  us, 

The  swords  of  scorn  divide. 
Take  not  thy  thunder  from 

But  take  away  our  pride 
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From  all  that  terror  teaches, 

From  lies  of  tongue  and  pen, 
From  all  the  easy  speeches 

That  comfort  cruel  men, 
From  sale  and  profanation 

Of  honour  and  the  sword, 
From  sleep  and  from  damnation, 

Deliver  us,  good  Lord  ! 

Tie  in  a  living  tether 

The  prince  and  priest  and  thrall, 
Bind  all  our  lives  together, 

Smite  us,  and  save  us  all ; 
In  ire  and  exultation 

Aflame  with  faith  and  free, 
Lift  up  a  living  nation, 

A  single  sword  to  thee. 

GILBERT  KEITH  CHESTERTON. 


The  Search-Lights 

SHADOW  by  shadow,  stripped  for  fight, 
The  lean  black  cruisers  search  the  sea. 

Night-long  their  level  shafts  of  light 
Revolve  and  find  no  enemy. 

Only  they  know  each  leaping  wave 

May  hide  the  lightning  and  their  grave. 
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And,  in  the  land  they  guard  so  well, 
Is  there  no  silent  watch  to  keep  ? 

An  age  is  dying,  and  the  bell 

Rings  midnight  on  a  vaster  deep  ; 

But  over  all  its  waves  once  more 

The  search-lights  move  from  shore  to  shore  : 

And  captains  that  we  thought  were  dead, 
And  dreamers  that  we  thought  were  dumb, 

And  voices  that  we  thought  were  fled 
Arise  and  call  us,  and  we  come  : 

And  '  Search  in  thine  own  soul/  they  cry, 
'  For  there  too,  lurks  thine  enemy.' 

Search  for  the  foe  in  thine  own  soul, 
The  sloth,  the  intellectual  pride, 

The  trivial  jest,  that  veils  the  goal 
For  which  our  fathers  lived  and  died  ; 

The  lawless  dreams,  the  cynic  art, 

That  rend  thy  nobler  self  apart. 

Not  far,  not  far  into  the  night 

These  level  swords  of  light  can  pierce, 

Yet  for  her  faith  does  England  fight, 
Her  faith  in  this  our  universe, 

Believing  Truth  and  Justice  draw 

From  founts  of  everlasting  law. 
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Therefore  a  Power  above  the  state, 
The  unconquerable  Power,  returns, 

The  fire,  the  fire  that  made  her  great, 
Once  more  upon  her  altar  burns. 

Once  more,  redeemed,  and  healed,  and  whole, 

She  moves  to  the  eternal  Goal. 

ALFRED  NOYES. 


Sedan 

I,  FROM  a  window  where  the  Meuse  is  wide, 

Looking  eastward,  out  to  the  September  night, 
The  men  that  in  the  hopeless  battle  died 

Rose,  and  re-formed,  and  marshalled  for  the  fight, 
A  winter  army  vague  and  ordered  large 

For  mile  on  mile  by  one  pale  General, 
I  saw  them  lean  by  companies  to  the  charge  ; 

But  no  man  living  heard  the  bugle  call. 

And  fading  still,  and  pointing  to  their  scars, 

They  rose  in  lessening  cloud  where,  gray  and  high, 

Dawn  lay  along  the  Heaven  in  misty  bars. 
But  gazing  from  that  eastern  casement,  I 
Saw  the  Republic  splendid  in  the  sky, 

And  round  her  terrible  head  the  morning  stars. 

HILAIRE  BELLOC. 
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War 

Two  men  on  thrones,  or  crouched  behind, 
With  cunning  words  the  world  would  blind. 
With  faces  grave,  averse  from  spoils, 
They  weave  their  thieving  cynic  toils. 
One  thing  they  mean,  another  speak  ; 
Bland  phrases  utter,  tongue  in  cheek. 
Stale  truths  turn  lies  on  velvet  lips  ; 
The  candid  heavens  are  in  eclipse  ; 
From  crooked  minds,  and  hearts  all  black, 
Comes  WAR  upon  its  flaming  track, 
And  reeking  fiends  in  happy  hell 
Shout,  '  All  is  well !  ' 

Then  lives  surprise  ! 
While  not  a  devil  dares  to  shirk, 
But  all  his  hellish  malice  plies, 
The  angels,  too,  begin  their  work. 
Now  every  virtue  issues  forth 
And  busy  is  from  south  to  north  : 
Self-sacrifice,  and  love,  and  pity, 
Tramp  all  the  rounds  in  field  and  city  ; 
Mercy  beyond  a  price,  sweet  ruth, 
Courage  and  comradeship  and  truth, 
And  gentlest  deed  and  noblest  thought, 
Into  the  common  day  are  brought. 
Man  lives  at  heaven's  gate  and  dies 
For  fellow-man  with  joyful  cries. 
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And  all  the  while  hell's  imps  are  free, 
To  work  their  will  with  fearful  glee. 
The  beast  in  man  anew  is  born  ; 
Revenge  and  lust  and  pride  and  scorn, 
And  glory  false  and  hateful  hate, 
All  join  to  desecrate  the  State. 

RICHARD  WATSON  GILDER. 


War 

WAR  !   The  winds  are  sighing  it  ; 
The  hill  birds  are  crying  it 

To  the  valley's  uttermost  bounds. 
River  and  burn  repeat 
The  noise  of  the  hurrying  feet 

Of  the  unleashed  hounds  ! 

War  !   The  bridles  are  jingling, 
Noble  and  yeoman  mingling, 

At  the  summoning  bugle's  call. 
Proudly  the  English  muster  ; 
The  pennons  of  Ireland  cluster  ; 

Scots  be  up  with  them  all  ! 

Rise,  as  ye  rose  aforetime, 
Bonneted,  busked  for  war-time, 
Grim  as  ye  grouped  of  yore  ! 
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By  the  bloody  fields  ye  have  trodden, 
Waterloo,  Badajos,  Flodden, 
Who  be  your  masters  in  war  ? 

By  the  squares  ye  have  held  unshaken  ; 
By  the  forts  ye  have  stormed  and  taken  ; 

By  your  charging  resolute  Greys, 
By  Dargai  Height,  by  Delhi  Gate, 
Now  stand  ye  to  the  swords  of  Fate 

As  ye  stood  in  the  olden  days  ! 

Heroes  laurelled  of  all  renown 
Look  from  their  high  Valhalla  down, 

Trusting  the  swords  they  bred  ; 
Sons  of  such  that  have  gone  before, 
Kings  in  valour  and  Lords  of  War, 

Go  where  their  stars  have  led  ! 

Play  up  pipers  of  Scotland,  blare  to  the  world  that 

waits  ! 
Tell  them  our  youth  and  manhood  stands  massed 

by  the  Northern  Gates  ! 
Tell  them  our  three  joined  kingdoms  are  fain  for  the 

battle  to  be  ; 
Tell  them  the  heart  of  Scotland  is  the  readiest  heart 

of  the  three  ! 

WILLIAM  H.  OGILVIE. 
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The  Greys 


O,  '  TERRIBLE  grey  horses/  that  woke  Napoleon's 

fears, 
The  thunder  of  your  beating  hoofs  makes  music 

down  the  years  ! 
At  Blenheim  and  at  Ramillies  your  fires  of  glory 

grew 
To   blaze   upon   a  watching  world,  full-flamed  at 

Waterloo  ! 
And  still  our  fathers  tell  their  sons  in   many  a 

Nor'land  town, 
Of  how   their  grandsires   in   the   Greys   rode   the 

French  standards  down  ! 

O.  '  terrible  grey  horses,'  the  Russians  heard  your 

tread 
When  Scarlett's  men,  at  one  to  ten,  rode  up  the 

lanes  of  lead  ! 
The  burghers  saw  your  bridle-chains  shine  silver  in 

the  sun 
When  French  spurred  into  Kimberley  to  say  the 

siege  was  done  ! 
And  now  by  Mons  and  Charleroi,  by  Meaux  and 

Compiegne, 
The  spirit  fed  at  Fontenoy  has  fired  your  troops 

again  ! 
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The  men  that  once  opposed  your  march  with  rifle 

trench  and  sword, 
Are  fighting  on  your  flank  to-day  to  stem  the  vandal 

horde. 
The  spirit  of  your  country  calls,  ye  need  no  whip 

nor  spur 
To  gallop  'neath  the  gauntlet-hands  that  hold  the 

world  for  her. 
Charge  on,  and  break  them,  gallant  Greys  !    Your 

grim  name  keep  and  hold, 
O'  '  terrible  grey  horses/  that  Napoleon  feared  of 

old! 

WILLIAM  H.  OGILVIE. 

The  Land  of  Lost  Honour 

NEVER  more  among  the  nations,  never  more, 
Proud  in  either  peace  or  war, 

May  she  speak  of  Truth  and   Honour,   who  has 
driven  them  from  her  door  ! 

In  the  wide  world's  communings, 
In  the  council-rooms  of  kings, 

Who  shall  take  her  written  promise  ?     Who  shall 
trust  her  counsellings  ? 

Where  the  Prussian  eagles  flew, 
What  the  pride  of  breaking  through, 
If  the  land  that  bred  the  swordsmen  to  herself  be 
less  than  true  ? 
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Shall  this  tyrant  rule  again, 
Red  with  blood  of  children  slain  ; 
All  her  trampled   Honour  lying  in   the  ashes  of 
Louvain  ? 

Vandals  !   Though  your  fouled  flag  lowers 
From  a  hundred  Eiffel  Towers, 
Flying  over  France's,  Belgium's,  Russia's  war-worn 
flag,  and  ours, 

Yet  shall  come  at  last  '  the  Day,' 
Blood  in  blood  be  washed  away, 
When  ye  bow  before  the  vengeance  of  Columbia 
and  Cathay  ! 

Dastard  land  of  broken  faith, 

For  this  short  hour  free  of  scathe, 

By  the  God  in  Heaven  remember  Right  will  lay  the 

final  swathe  ! 

WILLIAM  H.  OGILVIE. 


Sails  of  Victory 

WHERE  the  lone  look-outs  their  night-watch  keep, 
Where  the  quivering  searchlights  gleam, 

Comes  up  like  a  bird  on  the  guarded  deep 
A  ship  of  the  Seas  of  Dream. 

A  ship  with  a  fighting  crew  complete, 
Three  decked,  full  sailed  and  sparred, 
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A  ship  that  is  not  of  the  North  Sea  fleet 
Nor  yet  of  the  Channel  guard. 

O  grey  patrols  of  the  grey  North  Sea, 

Ye  may  wheel  and  let  her  through, 
For  the  flag  at  her  foremast  flying  free 

Is  the  old  Red,  White,  and  Blue  ! 

Admirals  all,  your  pennons  dip 

As  proudly  a-stern  ye  stand  ! 
This  is  the  '  VICTORY/  Nelson's  ship. 

Come  back  to  her  old  command  ! 

WILLIAM  H.  OGILVIE. 


From   Ode  for  the  Coronation 

THERE  are  joy-bells  over  England,  there  are  flags 

on  London  town  ; 

There  is  bunting  on  the  Channel,  where  the  fleets 
go  up  and  down  ; 

There  are  bonfires  alight 
In  the  pageant  of  the  night ; 
There  are  bands  that  blare  for  splendour,  and  guns 

that  speak  for  might ; 
For  another  king  in  England  is  coming  to  the  crown. 

As  it  was  in  Saxon  Britain,  and  through  the  Nor 
mans'  sway, 

195 


PRO   P ATRIA    ET  REGE 


And  with  the  mighty  Tudors,  so  it  must  be  to-day. 
For  the  English  kings  must  hold 
From  Alfred,  great  of  old, 

From  Sea-king  and  Crusader  and  Elizabeth  the  Bold, 
And  every  free-born  Commoner  whose  strength  is 
England's  stay. 

O  doubt  not,  wrong,  oppression,  and  violence,  and 

tears, 

The  ignorance  and  anguish  and  folly  of  the  years, 
Must  pass  and  leave  behind 
The  saner  soul  and  mind, 

And  the  slow  ages  shall  evolve  a  loftier  mankind, 
When  over  lust  and  carnage  the  great  white  peace 
appears. 

For  surely,   very  surely,   will  come  the  Prince   of 

Peace, 

To  still  the  shrieking  shrapnel  and  bid  the  maxims 
cease, 

Not  as  invaders  come 
With  gun- wheel  and  with  drum, 
But  with  the  tranquil  joyance  of  lovers  going  home 
Through   the   sented   summer   twilight,    when   the 
spirit  has  release. 

By  sea  and  plain  and  mountain  will  spread  the 

larger  creed, 
The  love  that  knows  no  border,  the  bond  that  knows 

no  breed  ; 
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For  the  little  word  of  Right 
Must  grow  with  truth  and  might, 
Till  monster-headed  Mammon  and  his  sycophants 

take  flight, 

And  vex  the  world  no  longer  with  rapine  and  with 
greed. 

O  England,  little  Mother  by  the  sleepless  northern 

tide, 
Having  bred  so  many  nations  to  devotion,  trust. 

and  pride, 

Very  tenderly  we  turn 
With  willing  hearts  that  yearn 
Still  to  fence  you  and  defend  you,  still  to  love  you 

and  to  learn 
Wherein  our  right  and  title,   might  and   majesty 

reside. 

O  Sir,  no  empty  rumour  comes  up  the  earth  to-day 
From  the  kindred  and  the  peoples  and  the  tribes  a 
world  away  ; 

For  they  know  the  Law  will  hold, 
And  be  equal  as  of  old, 
With    conscience    never    questioned,    and    justice 

never  sold, 

And  beneath  the  form  and  letter  the  spirit  will  have 
play. 

When  you  hear  the  princely  concourse  take  up  the 
word  and  sing, 
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And  the  Abbey  of  our  fathers  with  their  acclamation 
ring, 

Know  well  that,  true  and  free, 
By  the  changeless  heart's  decree. 
On  all  the  winds  of  Heaven  and  the  currents  of 

the  sea 
From  the  verges  of  the  Empire  will  come,  '  God 

save  the  King.' 

BLISS  CARMAN. 


Summer  in  England,  1914 

ON  LONDON  fell  a  clearer  light ; 

Caressing  pencils  of  the  sun 
Defined  the  distances,  the  white 

Houses  transfigured  one  by  one, 
The  '  long,  unlovely  street  '  impearled. 
O  what  a  sky  has  walked  the  world  ! 

Most  happy  year  !     And  out  of  town 
The  hay  was  prosperous,  and  the  wheat 

The  silken  harvest  climbed  the  down  ; 
Moon  after  moon  was  heavenly  sweet, 

Stroking  the  bread  within  the  sheaves, 

Looking  twixt  apples  and  their  leaves. 

And  while  this  rose  made  round  her  cup, 
The  armies  died  convulsed  ;   and  when 
This  chaste  young  silver  sun  went  up 
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Softly,  a  thousand  shattered  men, 
One  wet  corruption,  heaped  the  plain, 
After  a  league-long  throb  of  pain. 

Flower  following  tender  flower,  and  birds, 
And  berries  ;   and  benignant  skies 

Made  thrive  the  serried  flocks  and  herds. 
Yonder  are  men  shot  through  the  eyes, 

And  children  crushed.     Love,  hide  thy  face 

From  man's  unpardonable  race. 

A  REPLY 
Who  said  '  No  man  hath  greater  love  than  this 

To  die  to  serve  his  friend  ?  ' 
So  these  have  loved  us  all  unto  the  end. 
Chide  thou  no  more,  O  thou  unsacrificed  ! 
The  soldier  dying  dies  upon  a  kiss, 

The  very  kiss  of  Christ. 

ALICE  MEYNELL. 

From  The  Times,  October  loth,  1914. 


Address  to  the  Prime  Minister 
(September  i8th,  1914) 

THINE  is  the  place,  and  this  the  hour, 
And  thine,  O  orator  I   the  power 
To  rouse  to  flame  the  smouldering  fire 
That  burns  beneath  the  Nation's  ire. 
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Who  thought  our  sense  of  honour  sick  ? 
Who  stung  that  honour  to  the  quick 
By  the  vile  hint  to  stand  aside 
And  see  how  well  the  Germans  ride  ? 

Who  first  devised  the  coward  plan 
To  fight  with  women  in  their  van  ? 
Who  shell'd  the  Red  Cross  ?  burned 

Louvain  ? 
And  slaughter'd  children  and  the  slain  ? 

Who  laid  across  the  trading  lines 
A  murderous  row  of  floating  mines, 
And  fled,  and  thought  to  rule  the  Seas 
By  fiendish  tactics  such  as  these  ? 

Send  forth,  O  orator  !   the  voice 
That  will  arouse  the  Nation's  choice 
For  Justice,  Liberty,  and  Light 
Against  Brutality  and  Might  ! 

JAMES  LOGIE  ROBERTSON. 


Cities  and  Thrones  and  Powers 

CITIES  and  Thrones  and  Powers, 

Stand  in  Time's  eye, 
Almost  as  long  as  flowers, 

Which  daily  die. 
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But,  as  new  buds  put  forth 

To  glad  new  men, 
Out  of  the  spent  and  unconsidered  Earth, 

The  Cities  rise  again. 

This  season's  daffodil, 
She  never  hears, 
What  change,  what  chance,  what  chill, 

Cut  down  last  year's  : 
But  with  bold  countenance 

And  knowledge  small, 
Deems  her  seven  days'  continuance 

To  be  perpetual. 

So  Time  that  is  o'er-kind, 

To  all  that  be, 
Ordains  us  e'en  as  blind, 

As  bold  as  she  : 
That  in  our  very  death, 

And  burial  sure, 
Shadow  to  shadow,  well  persuaded,  saith 

'  See  how  our  works  endure  !  ' 

RUDYARD  KIPLING. 


The  Heritage 


OUR  Fathers  in  a  wondrous  age, 
Ere  yet  the  earth  was  small, 

Ensured  to  us  an  heritage, 
And  doubted  not  at  all 
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That  we,  the  children  of  their  heart, 

Which  then  did  beat  so  high, 
In  later  time  should  play  like  part 

For  our  posterity. 

A  thousand  years  they  steadfast  built, 

To  'vantage  us  and  ours, 
The  Walls  that  were  a  world's  despair, 

The  sea-constraining  Towers  : 
Yet  in  their  midmost  pride  they  knew, 

And  unto  Kings  made  known, 
Not  all  from  these  their  strength  they  drew, 

Their  faith  from  brass  or  stone. 

Youth's  passion,  manhood's  fierce  intent, 

With  age's  judgment  wise, 
They  spent,  and  counted  not  they  spent, 

At  daily  sacrifice. 
Not  lambs  alone,  nor  purchased  doves, 

Or  tithe  of  trader's  gold, 
Their  lives  most  dear,  their  dearer  loves, 

They  offered  up  of  old. 

Refraining  e'en  from  lawful  things, 

They  bowed  the  neck  to  bear 
The  unadorned  yoke  that  brings 

Stark  toil  and  sternest  care. 
Wherefore  through  them  is  freedom  sure  ; 

Wherefore  through  them  we  stand 
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From  all  but  sloth  and  pride  secure, 
In  a  delightsome  land. 

Then,  fretful,  murmur  not  they  gave 

So  great  a  charge  to  keep, 
Nor  dream  that  awestruck  Time  shall  save 

Their  labour  while  we  sleep. 
Dear-bought  and  clear,  a  thousand  year, 

Our  fathers'  title  runs. 
Make  we  likewise  their  sacrifice, 

Defrauding  not  our  sons. 

RUDYARD  KIPLING, 


For  All  we  Have  and  Are 

FOR  all  we  have  and  are, 
For  all  our  children's  fate, 
Stand  up  and  meet  the  war. 
The  Hun  is  at  the  gate  ! 
Our  world  has  passed  away 
In  wantonness  o'erthrown. 
There  is  nothing  left  to-day 
But  steel,  and  fire,  and  stone. 

Though  all  we  knew  depart, 
The  old  commandments  stand 
'  In  courage  keep  your  heart, 
In  strength  lift  up  your  hand.' 
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Once  more  we  hear  the  word 
That  sickened  earth  of  old  : 
'  No  law  except  the  sword 
Unsheathed  and  uncontrolled.' 
Once  more  it  knits  mankind, 
Once  more  the  nations  go 
To  meet,  and  break,  and  bind 
A  crazed  and  driven  foe. 

Comfort,  content,  delight, 
The  ages'  slow-bought  gain 
They  shrivelled  in  a  night, 
Only  ourselves  remain 
To  face  the  naked  days 
In  silent  fortitude, 
Through  perils  and  dismays 
Renewed  and  re-renewed. 
Though  all  we  made  depart 
The  old  commandments  stand 
'  In  patience  keep  your  heart, 
In  strength  lift  up  your  hand.' 

No  easy  hopes  or  lies 
Shall  bring  us  to  our  goal, 
But  iron  sacrifice 
Of  body,  will,  and  soul. 
There's  but  one  task  for  all, 
For  each  one  life  to  give. 
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Who  stands  if  freedom  fall  ? 
Who  dies  if  England  live  ? 

RUDYARD  KIPLING. 


The  Recessional 

GOD  of  our  fathers,  known  of  old, 
Lord  of  our  far-flung  battle-line 

Beneath  whose  awful  hand  we  hold 
Dominion  over  palm  and  pine  ; 

Lord  God  of  Hosts,  be  with  us  yet, 

Lest  we  forget,  lest  we  forget ! 

The  tumult  and  the  shouting  dies  ; 

The  captains  and  the  kings  depart  : 
Still  stands  thine  ancient  sacrifice, 

An  humble  and  a  contrite  heart. 
Lord  God  of  Hosts,  be  with  us  yet, 
Lest  we  forget,  lest  we  forget ! 

Far-called,  our  navies  melt  away  ; 

On  dune  and  headland  sinks  the  fire  ; 
Lo  all  our  pomp  of  yesterday 

Is  one  with  Nineveh  and  Tyre  ! 
Judge  of  the  Nations,  spare  us  yet, 
Lest  we  forget,  lest  we  forget. 

If  drunk  with  sight  of  power,  we  loose 
Wild  tongues  that  have  not  Thee  in  awe, 
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Such  boastings  as  the  Gentiles  use, 

Or  lesser  Creeds  without  the  Law, 
Lord  God  of  Hosts,  be  with  us  yet, 
Lest  we  forget,  lest  we  forget ! 

For  heathen  heart  that  puts  her  trust 

In  reeking  tube  and  iron  shard, 
All  valiant  dust  that  builds  on  dust, 

And  guarding,  calls  not  Thee  to  guard, 
For  frantic  boast  and  foolish  word, 
Thy  mercy  on  thy'people,  Lord  ! 

RUDYARD  KIPLING 


Lord  Roberts 

HE  PASSED  in  the  very  battle-smoke 
Of  the  war  that  he  had  descried  : 

Three  hundred  mile  of  cannon  spoke 
When  the  Master-Gunner  died. 

He  passed  to  the  very  sound  of  guns, 

But  before  his  eye  grew  dim 
He  had  seen  the  faces  of  the  sons 

Whose  sires  had  served  with  him. 

He  had^touched  their  sword-hilts  and  greeted 
each 

With  the  old  sure  word  of  praise, 
And  there  was  virtue  in  touch  and  speech 

As  it  had  been  in  old  days. 
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So  he  dismissed  them  and  took  his  rest, 
And  the  steadfast  spirit  went  forth 

Between  the  adoring  East  and  West 
And  the  tireless  guns  in  the  North. 

Clean,  simple,  valiant,  well-beloved, 

Flawless  in  faith  and  fame, 
Whom  neither  ease  nor  honours  moved 

A  hair's  breadth  from  his  aim. 

Never  again  the  war-wise  face, 

The  weighed  and  urgent  word 
That  pleaded  in  the  market-place — 

Pleaded  and  was  not  heard'! 

Yet  from  his  life  a  new  life  springs 

Through  all  the  hosts  to  come, 
And  Glory  is  the  least  of  things 

That  follow  this  man  home. 

RUDYARD  KIPLING. 


Hymn  before  Action 

THE  earth  is  full  of  anger, 

The  seas  are  dark  with  wrath, 

The  Nations  in  their  harness 
Go  up  against  our  path  : 

Ere  yet  we  loose  the  legions, 
Ere  yet  we  draw  the  blade, 
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Jehovah  of  the  Thunders, 
Lord  God  of  Battles,  aid  ! 

High  lust  and  froward  bearing, 

Proud  heart,  rebellious  brow, 
Deaf  ear  and  soul  uncaring, 

We  seek  thy  mercy  now  ! 
The  sinner  that  forswore  Thee, 

The  fool  that  passed  Thee  by, 
Our  times  are  known  before  Thee — 

Lord,  grant  us  strength  to  die  ! 

From  panic,  pride,  and  terror, 

Revenge  that  knows  no  rein, 
Light  haste  and  lawless  error, 

Protect  us  yet  again, 
Cloak  Thou  our  undeserving, 

Make  firm  the  shuddering  breath, 
In  silence  and  unswerving 

To  taste  thy  lesser  death  ! 

E'en  now  their  vanguard  gathers, 

E'en  now  we  face  the  fray  ; 
As  Thou  didst  help  our  fathers, 

Help  Thou  our  host  to-day  ! 
Fulfilled  of  signs  and  wonders, 

In  life,  in  death,  made  clear  ; 
Jehovah  of  the  Thunders, 

Lord  God  of  Battles,  hear  ! 

RUDYARD  KIPLING, 
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The  Fighting  Temeraire 

IT  WAS  eight  bells  ringing, 

For  the  morning  watch  was  done, 
And  the  gunner's  lads  were  singing, 

As  they  polished  every  gun. 
It  was  eight  bells  ringing, 
And  the  gunner's  lads  were  singing 
For  the  ship  she  rode  a-swinging, 

As  they  polished  every  gun. 

Oh  !  to  see  the  linstock  lightning, 

Tem6raire  !     T6m<§raire  ! 
Oh  !  to  see  the  linstock  lighting, 
And  to  hear  the  round  shot  biting, 
For  we're  all  in  love  with  fighting 

On  the  fighting  Te"me"raire. 

It  was  noontide  ringing, 
And  the  battle  just  begun, 

When  the  ship  her  way  was  winging, 
As  they  loaded  every  gun. 

It  was  noontide  ringing 

When  the  ship  her  way  was  winging, 

And  the  gunner's  lads  were  singing 
As  they  loaded  every  gun. 

There'll  be  many  grim  and  gory, 
T6meraire  !     T6m6raire  ! 
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There'll  be  few  to  tell  the  story, 

T£m6raire  !     Temeraire  ! 
There'll  be  many  grim  and  gory, 
There'll  be  few  to  tell  the  story, 
But  we'll  all  be  one  in  glory 

With  the  fighting  Temeraire. 

There's  a  far  bell  ringing 

At  the  setting  of  the  sun, 
And  a  phantom  voice  is  singing 

Of  the  great  days  done. 
There's  a  far  bell  ringing, 
And  a  phantom  voice  is  singing 
Of  renown  for  ever  clinging 

To  the  great  days  done. 

Now  the  sunset  breezes  shiver, 

Temeraire  !     Temeraire  1 
And  she's  fading  down  the  river, 

T6m6raire !     Temeraire  ! 
And  she's  fading  down  the  river, 

Temeraire  !     Temeraire  ! 
Now  the  sunset  breezes  shiver, 
And  she's  fading  down  the  river, 
But  in  England's  song  for  ever 

She's  the  fighting  Tem&raire. 

HENRY  NEWBOLT. 
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The  Vigil 


ENGLAND  !   where  the  sacred  flame 
Burns  before  the  inmost  shrine, 
Where  the  lips  that  love  thy  name 
Consecrate  their  hopes  and  thine, 
Where  the  banners  of  thy  dead 
Weave  their  shadows  overhead, 
Watch  beside  thine  arms  to-night, 
Pray  that  God  defend  the  Right. 

Think  that  when  to-morrow  comes 

War  shall  claim  command  of  all, 

Thou  must  hear  the  roll  of  drums, 

Thou  must  hear  the  trumpet's  call. 
Now,  before  they  silence  ruth, 
Commune  with  the  voice  of  truth  ; 
England  !  on  thy  knees  to-night 
Pray  that  God  defend  the  Right. 

Hast  thou  counted  up  the  cost, 
What  to  foeman,  what  to  friend  ? 

Glory  sought  is  Honour  lost, 

How  should  this  be  knighthood's  end  ? 

Know'st  thou  what  is  Hatred's  meed  ? 

What  the  surest  gain  of  Greed  ? 

England  !  wilt  thou  dare  to-night 

Pray  that  God  defend  the  Right  ? 
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Single-hearted,  unafraid, 

Hither  all  thy  heroes  came, 
On  this  altar's  steps  were  laid 

Gordon's  life  and  Outram's  fame. 
England  !   if  thy  will  be  yet 
By  their  great  example  set, 
Here  beside  thine  arms  to-night 
Pray  that  God  defend  the  Right. 

So  shalt  thou  when  morning  comes 

Rise  to  conquer  or  to  fall, 
Joyful  hear  the  rolling  drums, 

Joyful  hear  the  trumpets  call. 
Then  let  Memory  tell  thy  heart ; 
'  England  !    what  thou  wert,  thou  art ! ' 
Gird  thee  with  thy  ancient  might, 
Forth  !  and  God  defend  the  Right ! 

HENRY  NEWBOLT. 


A  Battle -Song 


SONS  of  Britain,  old  in  fame, 
Heirs  of  an  immortal  name, 
Strike,  because  the  danger's  near, 
Strike  for  all  ye  hold  most  dear  ; 
Plunged  in  combat,  whelmed  with  strife, 
Strike  for  liberty  and  life  ! 
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Sons  of  Britain,  ye  know  well 
How  the  clarion  trumpets  swell 
When,  like  some  tempestuous  star, 
Flares  the  oriflamme  of  war  ! 
If  it  summon  you  to  strife 
Strike  for  liberty  and  life  ! 

Will  ye  bear  the  Teuton  heel 
Crushing  down  your  Commonweal  ? 
Will  ye  not  avenge  the  wrong 
Europe  hath  endured  so  long  ? 
Stay  the  tyranny  and  strife. 
Strike  for  liberty  and  life  ? 

Hark  !   they  mutter  in  their  sleep, 
All  those  heroes  of  the  deep, 
Nelson,  Rodney,  Hawkins,  Drake, 
All  who  fought  for  Britain's  sake, 
Fought  and  died  that  such  as  we 
Might  strike  for  life  and  liberty  ! 

Ye,  who  answer  Honour's  call 
To  strive,  to  conquer,  or  to  fall, 
Ye  who  call  yourselves  the  sons 
Of  Marlboroughs  and  Wellingtons, 
Claim  your  heritage  of  strife 
Strike  for  liberty  and  life. 

Straining  upwards  to  the  light, 
Striving  ever  for  the  Right, 
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Sons  of  Britain,  dauntless  stand 
For  God  and  King  and  Fatherland. 
Join  the  battle,  face  the  strife, 
Strike  for  liberty  and  life  ! 

WILLIAM  LEONARD  COURTNEY. 


To  our  Dead 

SLEEP  well,  heroic  souls,  in  silence  sleep, 

Lapped  in  the  circling  arms  of  kindly  death  ! 

No  ill  can  vex  your  slumber,  no  foul  breath 

Of  slander,  hate,  derision  mar  the  deep 

Repose  that  holds  you  close.     Your  kinsmen  reap 

The    harvest    you    have    sown,    while  each    man 

saith 

'  So  would  I  choose,  when  danger  threateneth, 
Let  my  death  be  as  theirs.'     We  dare  not  weep. 

For  you  have  scaled  the  starry  heights  of  fame, 
Nor  ever  shrunk  from  peril  and  distress 
In  fight  undaunted  for  the  conqueror's  prize  ; 
Therefore  your  death,  engirt  with  loveliness 
Of  simple  service  done  for  England's  name, 
Shall  shine  like  beacon-stars  of  sacrifice. 

WILLIAM  LEONARD  COURTNEY. 
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The  Days  come  up  as  Beggars  in 
the  Street 

THE  days  come  up  as  beggars  in  the  street 
With  empty  hands,  as  summers  without  sun 
That  bring  no  gold  of  corn.     With  weary  feet 
We  tread  our  ways,  not  caring  where  they  run. 

The  poet's  song  all  golden  in  his  throat 
Turns  to  a  blood-red  chapter,  rage  unfurled  ; 
The  hunter's  horn  has  made  its  little  note 
A  trumpet-blast  that  shall  awake  the  world. 

From  silent  shores  where  languid  tides  have  swept, 
From  quiet  hills  where  dreaming  people  reign 
Strange  eyes  drop  water  that  have  never  wept. 
Men  rush  to  slaughter  that  have  never  slain  : 

For  look  !   the  gorgeous  armies  marching  onwards, 
And  look  !   the  draggled  line,  the  feet  that  lag, 
The  burning  banner,  and  returning  homewards 
The  pallid  faces  and  the  bleeding  flag  ! 

From  house  to  house  the  mournful  winds  have 

blown 
The  dying  war-cry  in  the  watchers'  ears, 
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From  heath  to  hill  have  borne  the  weepers'  moan, 
Have  drowned  the  drum,  have  frozen  up  their  tears. 

They  see  the  dusty  roads  of  separation, 
They  see  the  lonely  seas  and  stranger  lands  : 
Their  children  give  good  bodies  for  the  nation 
And  yie!d  their  swords  to  death  with  loyal  hands 

Beggar  and  prince  in  meeting  face  to  face 
Hold  the  same  secret  shining  in  their  eyes, 
The  awful  terror  of  a  fierce  disgrace, 
The  awful  hope  that  glory  may  arise, 

The  hope  that  like  a  flame  from  the  black  field 
Flings  up  its  prophecy  on  fervent  wings  ; 
Pride  in  the  strength  of  God  whose  sword  we  wield, 
And  charity  the  only  crown  of  kings. 

IRIS  TREE. 


The  Brothers 
In  Memory  of  X  X  killed  in  X  X  War 

Now  hath  Death  dealt  a  generous  violence, 
Calling  thee  swiftly  hence, 
By  the  like  instrument  of  instant  fire, 
To  join  thy  heart's  desire, 
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Thy  brother,  slain  before  thee  ;  but  whom  thou, 
Slain  friend  !  regainest  now. 

True  brother  wast  thou,  whom  from  his  dear  side 
Death  did  not  long  divide. 
How  often,  till  the  golden  stars  grew  dim, 
Our  speech  was  but  of  him, 
Exiled  beneath  those  Afric  stars,  whose  deep 
Radiance  adorns  your  sleep  ! 
Fair  warrior  brothers,  excellently  dead, 
Your  loyal  lifeblood  shed, 
In  death's  gray  distant  land  do  thou  and  he 
Keep  any  mind  of  me, 
Of  old  days  filled  with  laughter  of  delight 
And  many  a  laughing  night  ? 
Yes  !  for  although  your  stars  in  storm  have  set, 
Nor  you,  nor  I,  forget : 

Earthward  you  long,  and  lean  earthward  :    and  I 
Toward  your  eternity. 

Death  cannot  conquer  all ;    your  love  and  mine 
Lives,  deathlessly  divine  : 
You  wait,  I  wait,  a  little  while  we  wait : 
And  then,  the  wide-flung  gate, 
The  impassioned  Heavens,  the  white-horsed,  white- 
robed  knights. 

The  chaunting  on  the  Heights, 
The  beauty  of  the  bright  and  morning  Star  ! 
Then,  burst  our  prison  bar, 
Shall  we  for  evermore  each  other  see, 
We  three,  we  happy  three, 
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Where,  in  the  white  perfection  of  God's  peace, 
Old  love  shall  find  increase. 
In  faith  and  hope  endure  our  hearts  till  then  : 
Amen  !   Amen  ! 

LIONEL  JOHNSON. 


Above  the  Shadows 

THE  sun  is  risen  in  sight 

Here,  at  the  top  of  the  hill, 
But  lingering  shades  of  night 

Hang  over  the  valley  still. 
Oh,  Love,  it  is  ever  so  ! 

If  hearts  have  strength  for  the  strife. 
They  will  rise  from  the  gloom  below, 

To  the  sunlit  heights  of  life. 

EUGENE  C.  DOLSON. 
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